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r Lindop is a very bookish 
man. You could imagine him as a 
professor or something. With that 
serious expression, the half-rimmed 
spectacles, his balding head. Do pro- 
fessors have balding heads? They 
probably do. Most of all he almost 
always has his head in a book. As 
he does now. Even here in this hotel 
room. While she, Miranda, is in the 
cupboard. On her knees... 

Not Miranda, Teddy. ‘I think I'll 
call you Teddy then,’ he said. In that 
shop, in the lingerie. “What’s that 
called?’ and she said, ‘It’s a teddy.’ 
He wouldn’t believe her but of 
course she was right. He bought one, 
pale cream, silk. It was expensive. 
And then he said, ‘That’s what we’ll 
call you then: Teddy.’ 

Here in the hotel room she had to 
put it on. The teddy and the white 
high heels. Everything else off. And 
get in the cupboard. Kneeling on the 
bare floor with her arms raised 
above her head. Why was he mak- 
ing her do this? To torment her? 
Making a girl kneel in a bare cup- 


B board like this i is not eats, you would 
} think of in a professor — unless it’s 
‘- : one who’s a bit nutty. Nutty? Mad? 
™) She shivers. It is very painful, on 
m3 your knees and your arms like this. 
"ye And scary. If he is...nutty.. é 
= Sometimes he lifts his eyes from fy 
iss § the book and gives her a little glance. 
a » Then back in his book again. ‘Keep | 
Lite your ams like that, high up,’ he said 
» at the beginning. After a while — 
Y five minutes perhaps — she couldn’t 
» keep them up anymore, they were 
© killing her. ‘I’ve got to move,’ she 
said, or rather it was a squealy gasp. 
Mr Lindop looked up, seeming not 
") 9) too bothered. ‘All right. Only we’ll } 
. | have to have something for that. You §& 
| can take them down and I'll time 
you. For every 10 seconds two 
| strokes of the tawse across your bot- 
7) tom. So unless you like that Teddy, 
you’d better do your best.’ 
n. His head went back into the book. 
™) She thought about it. Did he mean 
it? Very likely. He has tawsed her 
» already. Really hard. With that 
) dreadful stiff leather tawse. Making 
» hot tears come to her eyes. Not look- 
: } ing up from his book he said, ‘Tell | 
me if you want to drop them. So I § 
can time it. All right, Teddy?’ | 
i me: How long has she been in here? 
vt seems like ages. She has had to 
| have three rests of her arms. Ten 
we seconds, then 20 and 20. The first Be 
"time he said, ‘One second over 10 9" 
- counts as 20.’ ye 
" Miranda’s — Teddy’s — arms are 
‘i _ really killing her now. Her arms are § ’ 
» screaming out for a long rest, a com- § 
' plete break. But if every 10 seconds ‘2 
ye it’s another two with that tawse... Fj 
' ‘Please let me stop,’ she blurts aA 
) out. ‘Please, Mr Lindop. I’m dying!’ § 
She shakes her head in desperation. 
sy ‘My arms are killing me. And my 
_ knees.’ a 
Mr Lindop looks up. Purses his (9 
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: > mouth. Then puts his book down. He /j 
$ is getting to his feet. ‘Come out then. 
What’ve we got: 50 seconds? That’s | ~ 
ten good whacks. Right?’ | 
My He has put the tawse in the chest © 
' of drawers and is going to get it. 


| Jesus Christ. Miranda — Teddy — ) 
_ is trying to get her aching body back 
| to some sort of normality, cautious- 7 
' ly moving her legs, working her | 
» shoulders. But her thoughts are on 
"> that tawse. That knife-like pain, on (7 
~~ top of this awful ache that seems to 
| have spread to her whole body. | 
ee Christ. ‘Please...I don’t want 77 
* she groans. 
: ls Lindop says mildly, ‘I’m go- 
» ing to have to give you some extra 
ones. For stopping early. Interrup- | 
| ting my train of thought, Teddy. 
= Now, take that thing off. That | 
ae teddy.’ Ps 
Extra ones! She feels like weep- | ~~ "het | gay 
ing. The tawse looms like a giant | ee | 
» monster in her head. ‘I don’t want . 
) it,’ she wails. ‘I hate that thing. 
Anything else.’ 
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Mr Lindop smiles. ‘Anything else, 
Teddy? Anything?’ He pokes a 
finger in her stomach, though not 

@ hard. ‘We must remember that. For 
i future reference. But right now, 
m® Teddy...’ Another poke and his 
y voice is firmer, “Take it off.’ 
Se Shivering she slips the straps off 
i) her shoulders and slides it down. Off 
i) over the white high heels. She is 
We) nude. Mr Lindop tells her to lie over 
Tee the side of the bed. Stretching her 
§ legs out. And spread them wide... | 
She clutches handfuls of the 
bedspread. Pushes her face into it. 
| As if she can in some way escape, 
et hide in the bedclothes from the § 
} dreadful hard leather tawse. But if ™& 
| her face is hidden the rest of her is § 
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» not. Her soft and rather ripe bottom. 
"> A perfect target for the tawse. Of- 
Wy fered unwillingly up, quivering 
Wy slightly. In anticipation... 
= The pain explodes in the darkness. a 
ii ) A red flash in front of her eyes. Then # 
S) her whole body...humming... : 
=") Mr Lindop’s voice from a long § 
9 way away, as she struggles with this 
impossible pain. ‘Keep still, Teddy. 
> Really... ¥ 
The stiff leather strap cracks down | 
, again...And then again...It keeps on. 
=) How many? An impossible number. 
" Afterwards he pulls her to her @ 
») feet. Her face is red and wet. Her @ 
} bottom...feels like raw meat. Mr 
' Lindop puts his arm round her. ‘All 
i right, Teddy? That wasn’t too bad, 
} was it? Now we’ll do a bit more in 
the cupboard. Back you go and let’s 
}) see if this time I can get through a | 
| whole chapter without interruption. 
' This time we’ll say two strokes for 
every five seconds resting your arms. 
» Is that all right?’ 
Bs It is not all right, it is diabolical, 
s impossible. But Teddy is back in )@ 
| there. She now has a very short top = 
i on so that most of her is bare. She 
| is kneeling again on her sore knees 
» with her arms stretched high and her | 
) shoulders almost at once crying out 7) 
for relief. Two cracks with that strap | 
| for every five seconds rest. And her 
bottom already throbbing from what 
she’s just had. She shakes her head. Wy 
| What is Mr Lindop trying to do, 7 
drive her mad? Like he is perhaps. 7 © 
A wailing groan. Her shoulders are 7) 
| already demanding that she lower / 
| her arms. . 
| A louder, more frantic groan. 
Whimpering. ‘Mr ___— Lindop uN 
I.,.can’t.. yf 
Mr Lindop’ S eyes come up from © 
his book. An expression of un- 
doubted annoyance. “Teddy, if —— 
you’re going to be bothersome...I 
can think of something you'll enjoy © 
a whole lot less than the tawse. 
» Maybe we should try it? Right 
> now...’ 
Afterwards an even more dejected 
and humiliated Teddy is put back in 
the cupboard, naked, as Mr Lindop 
settles to try another chapter... 
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n the top of the three or four 
transit envelopes that the 
messenger had delivered was 
one sealed CONFIDENTIAL with also 
pinned to it a red IMMEDIATE tag. She 
picked it up and opened it. Reading the 
contained note she chewed a ripe lower 
lip while at the same time a slight but un- 
mistakeable flush came to her pretty 
cheeks. She glanced towards the door to 
the inner office which bore a polished 
brass plate stating: Mr VJM Browne. 
Private. Long lashes fluttered nervous- 
ly upon the big violet-blue eyes as she 
went to the door. High heels made only 
a muffled sound on the grey carpet while 
above them full, firm haunches surged 
strongly in the tight black skirt. A 
discreet knock and she entered. 
Vincent Browne, Under Secretary of 
State, looked up, his eyes taking in the 
familiar but always attractive sight of his 
Personal Secretary. He watched breasts 
and hips as, the door quietly closed, she 
came over to him. To place on his pad 
the sheet of AS minute paper. 
‘It came in a red, Mr Browne. From 


Mr Finford.’ 

Mr Browne scanned the note. The 
message which had caused the beauteous 
Pamela Marton’s heart to flutter would 
have been, to the man in the street, cryp- 
tic to say the least. 

Dear Vincent, 

Pistols at dawn no but whippets in the 
afternoon yes. Next week? I suggest the 
14th. To the victor the spoils, to the 
loser’s whippet a most severe whip- 
peting. Plus naturally anything else that 
the victor may wish to enjoy or indulge 
in. You and your whippet have been 
warned: I have mine in absolutely tip-top 
condition. Revenge will be sweet indeed. 
So shall we say a side wager of five hun- 
dred GF. 

Vincent Browne breathed, ‘Five hun- 
dred!’ Not exactly awestruck but certain- 
ly impressed. ‘George is evidently feel- 
ing high. Has he got a new girl?’ 

Pamela Marton shifted her weight 
from one stiletto and shapely nylon-clad 
leg and thigh to the other. She shook her 
head, her bell of short-cut ash-blonde 
hair swinging. ‘I...don’t know. Not that 
I know...’ 

Mr Browne put the note down. ‘I 
wonder. He’s a canny one, is George 
Finford. And doesn’t enjoy being bested 
of course. Last time, Pamela, you were 
in really splendid form.’ He got to his 
feet to perch on the edge of his beautiful 
rosewood desk. His arm which beneath 
the exquisitely tailored sieeve of his suit 
showed the cuff of a Jermyn Street shirt 
reached out to Pamela. Taking her arm 
and pulling her closer. 

‘He sounds awfully upbeat, Pammy. 
Id hate to have him beat me. A real blow 
to a man’s pride — not to mention the 
five hundred. And also my treasured 
Pammy. He will want to do something 
pretty beastly to you, my dear. There’s 
no question about that. No doubt a whole 
lot of pretty beastly things. 

Mr Browne’s hand had now left his 
secretary’s arm and was gently finger- 
ing a lightly-clad and trembling mam- 
mary gland. His voice dropped to a con- 
cerned whisper. ‘That George Finford 
could be pretty beastly, Pam. If he had 
you at his mercy.’ 

It wasn’t only Pamela Marton’s boob 
that was trembling, she was trembling all 
over. She did not doubt what Mr Browne 
said. Mr Finford would be beastly. He 
would probably feel quite entitled to be. 
Mr Browne had been extremely beastly 
to Mr Finford’s girl, Marcia. His whip- 
pet. When Pamela had beaten her. She 
knew because she had been present for 
at least part of the time. Mr Browne had 
insisted, making Pamela hold Marcia, to 
make it even more beastly for her. It in 
fact had been beastly for Pamela too, 
having to do that; she didn’t like that kind 
of thing at all. And of course if Mr 
Browne hadn’t done it, those things, to 
Marcia, Mr Finford quite possibly 
wouldn’t now be saying this. Revenge is 
sweet... 


“You’re keeping in good shape, Pam?’ 
Mr Browne’s voice as he worked at the 
nipple under the silk blouse had a slight- 
ly anxious edge. ‘Regular work-outs? 
Every day?’ 

“Yes.’ The word breathed out on a 
gaspy exhalation of air. Because of what 
Mr Browne was doing and also because 
she was scared. Mr Finford could have 
got another girl. Another whippet. There 
was no rule to say he had to stick with 
the same one, there wasn’t even a rule 
to say she had to be on Mr Finford’s 
staff. He could theoretically get anyone. 
And there had to be girls around, pro- 
bably lots of them if you went looking, 
who could beat Pamela in a whippet race. 

Mr Browne’s mind was no doubt 
working along similar lines as, possibly 


without him actually thinking too much 
about what he was doing, his fingers 
began unbuttoning Pamela’s blouse. ‘It 
would certainly be quite against the spirit 
of the thing to put up just any girl. She 
should be in his employ. I mean that’s 
understood even if the rules don’t actual- 
ly say so. Anything else would not be 
cricket. And you can certainly beat any 
girl they’ve got over there.’ 

Pamela’s blouse was now open. She 
gave a quick little glance over at the 
door. But of course no one was going to 
come bursting in, not into Mr Browne’s 
room. Not an Under Secretary of State. 
Mr Browne was reaching round inside 
to unfasten her bra. The big Violet eyes 
were wide with apprehension. Even if no 
one would come in Pamela wished he 
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wouldn’t do this sort of thing, not here 
in the middle of the day. And there was 
the whippet business. 

‘He...could have got a new girl. I 
mean recruited someone.’ She added 
unhappily, ‘Just because she was a 
runner.’ 

Yes, you wouldn’t be able to complain 
about that. It would be quite above 
board. A man could legitimately hire an 
international athlete as a personal 
secretary, or a Clerical officer. And 
then... 

Mr Browne had Pam’s boobs bare 
now. They were no more than medium 
size but marvellously firm, like rippen- 
ing apples. This came from her training 
schedule: daily work-outs when she real- 
ly pushed herself — or perhaps more ac- 
curately her trainer pushed her. That sort 
of thing left no surplus fat on a girl. Thus 
the splendidly firm tits, their rose-pink 
nipples now stiffening, and also the haun- 
ches too: the latter not small but under 
the rounding surface layers all finely tun- 
ed muscle. 
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This finely tuned body had been too 
much for Marcia Greenberry in the last 
whippet contest and there had been one 
before with the same result. Marcia van- 
quished — and forced to submit to Mr 
Browne on each occasion. Humiliating 
and beastly, and humiliating for Mr Fin- 
ford too. But with his cocky, confident 
challenge was Mr Finford about to 
reverse things? Pam shivered. Being 
beaten didn’t bear thinking about. Not 
when it would mean being handed over 
to Mr Finford... 

Another little shudder. At that awful 
prospect or possibly a result of what Mr 
Browne was doing. Perhaps both. She 
hated the whole thing; this whole beast- 
ly game of theirs. Whippets. Even if you 
didn’t lose the contest itself, the whip- 
pet race, was utterly beastly. Very 
humiliating. 

‘Slip your skirt off, Pam,’ Mr Browne 
said quietly. ‘Let me have a look at you.’ 

Pam emitted a squeaky sort of sound. 
He couldn’t mean that. Not here in the 
middle of the afternoon. But Mr Browne 


did. ‘Come on. And your knickers. Let 
me see those muscles. The gluteus max- 
imi. Where a whippet gets her motive 
force from.’ 

Yes Mr Browne meant it. Also 
something else when Pamela had reluc- 
tantly removed the tight black skirt and 
diaphanous pale mauve knickers. He 
wanted her up on his desk. On her back. 
Cycling her legs in the air. Mr Browne 
wanted to check that his whippet was in 
proper race-fit shape. Pam had to do it: 
upside-down on his desk, her long legs 
in the sheer seamed nylons, the stiletto 
heeled courts still on, her shapely thighs 
crossed by the taut straps of the black 
suspender belt which with the stockings 
and shoes was all she had on below her 
waist. Or more correctly, in this dread- 
ful position, above. Her legs cycling in 
the air. It was no doubt an amusing diver- 
sion for Mr Browne, looking keen-eyed 
at everything on show. But a bit of 
upside-down cycling, flashing her bare 
pussy, did not mean that Pam was going 
to be able to cope with whatever Mr Fin- 
ford evidently now had up his sleeve. 


The Sport of Whippet Racing 


Whippet racing could take place in 
various locations: in the grounds of a 
private house; in the corridor of a 
Ministry building; even out in the coun- 
try in some deserted spot. The only strict 
requirement was that the location be 
private or at least away from eyes not 
privileged to observe. (A Ministry loca- 
tion could therefore only be employed 
when the building was otherwise 
vacated, at a weekend say). A whippet 
race was a very private and esoteric 
business, to be observed and enjoyed on- 
ly by the gentlemen actually running the 


whippets plus any favoured intimates in- 
vited along. 

When whippets were being raced they 
wore a silk blouse of a distinctive col- 
our: the owner’s colours. These colours 
would be specified in the challenge docu- 
ment that were exchanged between rival 
owners before a race, together with the 
whippet’s statistics (measurements, 
weight, age, hair colour, etc). It was 
customary for a whippet’s measurements 
to be checked by her opponent’s owner 
before a race. Not that there were any 
limits as to measurements; it was simp- 
ly a formality to be enjoyed by the op- 
posing gentlemen. Generally speaking 
the blouse was all a whippet wore in a 
race, together with a pair of trainers of 
course. This made measurements more 
accurate and of course the taking of them 
more enjoyable. The silk blouse would 
be unbuttoned and held high by the whip- 
pet herself for her thoracic circumference 
to be checked. 

There were those, though, one or two, 

who were not happy racing a whippet 
bare-bottomed and wished to have their 
girl in a pair of knickers in addition to 
the blouse. This attitude was very much 
frowned on by the true whippet-racing 
fraternity: it after all defeated the object 
of the exercise to a certain extent. These 
gentlemen, not true sportsmen clearly, 
were also unlikely to want to hand over 
a defeated whippet to the victor for 24 
hours, two days, or whatever period was 
agreed. Such poor sports were viewed 
with disfavour but a challenge might 
nonetheless be accepted with naturally 
one’s own whippet wearing knickers as 
well. And at the very least such an owner 
would have to agree to a defeated girl be- 
ing caned on the spot if she wasn’t to be 
handed over. In such circumstances the 
caning would be just about as hard as 
could be managed. As a lesson to the 
watching whippet’s owner, not to men- 
tion of course a lesson to the whippet 
| Nerself. 
/ . Knickers were not a part of true whip- 
eae 2 pet racing because of that most notable 
% characteristic of the sport, of a whippet 
race: ‘presenting’. At the start, at agreed 
points on the course, and again at the 
finish the whippets were required to ‘pre- 
sent’: that is, get down on all fours in 
front of owners and whatever other spec- 
tators were present, get their bottoms 
well up and ‘present’ their hindquarters 
to the onlookers. And it was argued by 
true whippet fanciers that a whippet 
could not properly ‘present’ her hind- 
quarters if she had any covering at all on 
them. 

Vincent Browne had chosen the 
famous light blue of Cambridge as his 
colours. It was a pleasing reminder of his 
university days and also a shade he 
thought went very well on a blonde. Vin- 
cent Browne preferred blondes. Before 
Pamela Marton he had had another 
blonde whippet, a Clericial Officer in his 
Department called Alison. Alison 
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however had been beaten in quite a big 
race and when she was returned to Mr 
Browne after the two days, as agreed, 
spent with the victorious whippet’s 
owner Alison was found to have all her 
pussy hair shaved off. Clean as a baby’s 
bottom. 

That had rather started a fashion for 
shaving off beaten whippets’ pussy hair. 
It was an exquisite humiliation of course, 
in terms of both whippet and master. A 
shaved whippet was an abject and 
defeated creature and a man would clear- 
ly not be able to bring himself to race her 
in this demeaning state. He would have 
to wait until it grew to form a decent bush 
again, or alternatively he would have to 
find another whippet. Vincent Browne 
had found Pamela Marton. Not exactly 
found her because she was already his 
Personal Secretary, but the thought had 
suddenly come when Pamela, unfor- 


tunately for her perhaps, happened to . sit 


mention that she did a big of jogging. 

So Pamela had been initiated into the 
mysteries of the Whippet Club which 
naturally, being what it was, a girl would 
know nothing about until she found 
herself, whether she liked it or not, a 
member. 

Quite a shock when it finally dawned 
on you what it was all about. When you 
were taken to see your first race (not a 
participant the first time of course). The 
country residence of another very senior 
civil servant and all a bit like a dream 
for surely this could not really be hap- 
pening. Mr Browne and these other 
gentlemen out on the lawn after drinks 
in the drawing room. Pamela the lone 
female observer as the other two females 
present none too happily remove their 
coats. One wore a green silk blouse and 
the other blue-and-gold striped. Apart 
from the blouses and ankle socks and 
trainers the girls were nude. Mr Browne 
had told Pamela without telling her this 
particular detail. That whippets were vir- 
tually nude. 

And then the rest. The girls unbutton- 
ing the blouses to be measured. Refasten- 
ing the blouses and getting down on 
hands and knees in front of the little 
group of men. Some of the men were 
making bets on them. The two with the 
tape measures stepping forward. Open- 
ly fondling the two raised, starkly nude 
female rears. And then at the sudden, 
shocking BANG!...of a starting pistol the 
two girls springing athletically forward, 
no doubt desperately relieved to get away 
from the groping hands, the intent male 
eyes. 

But they had to return four times to this 
same spot. The fourth occasion marked 
the end of the race. By this time one girl 
had dropped some way behind. When 
she did gaspingly finish she was grabb- 
ed by enthusiastic hands. To be held 
down over a garden seat. The one who 
had measured her now had a cane. And 
a look of gloating enjoyment on his pink 
face. 


Pam and the other girl, also gasping 
but with relief no doubt, looked ap- 
prehensively on... 


Ex-Sergeant Jenks 


It was an awful, awful shock, that first 
whippet race. You couldn’t say no to Mr 
Browne, though. Well, she had tried but 
it hadn’t got Pam anywhere. Mr 
Browne’s answer was to give her a sharp 
lecture regarding obedience and loyalty. 
And to reinforce this with a caning — just 
like the loser in the race had got on that 
immaculate lawn. Pamela wasn’t in front 
of a group of grinning men but it was a 
caning all right and with her skirt off and 
her knickers down. It was the first time 
Mr Browne had done this and it was 
another awful shock. ‘A touch of 
discipline, Pamela,’ he told her. ‘That is 
what girls need and it is certainly what 
you'll need if I’m going to run you as a 
whippet.’ 

He finished the caning with a fourth 
stinging CRACK! across Pam’s splendid 
bare nates which were thrust out over the 
arm of the settee in Mr Browne’s Lon- 


don flat. He stroked his hand over the 
smarting flesh. ‘But don’t worry, I’ve got 
just the man for you. Mr Jenks. Ex- 
Army PT Sergeant. He’ll get you in good 
enough shape to beat anybody.’ 

Mr Jenks! Ex-Sergeant Arthur Jenks 
was the third awful shock. A hard-eyed 
man of 45 or so, fit and muscular with 
large hands that could no doubt break a 
girl’s body in two if the fancy took him. 
As Mr Jenks warmed to his task with evi- 
dent enthusiasm it would frequently seem 
that the fancy had taken him to snap 
Pam’s dishy body in two, or to squeeze 
or pinch or pummel the life out of it. Sgt 
Jenks gave her a foretaste of what he was 
going to be like on that very first after- | 
noon at his house. When after the in- 
troductions he straightaway told Pam to 
take her clothes off. 

It was the day after Mr Browne had so 
shockingly caned her, and two days after 
the shock of that first whippet race. Up 
to this point in her three months with Mr 
Browne, life for Pamela had been 
pleasantly uneventful. Well, he did like 
to fondle her bottom, sliding his hand 
gently over it when the occasion 
presented itself; and her tits too: But 
these actions were done in a discreet and 
gentlemanly manner and were no more 
than a girl might expect working in an 
office situation and certainly a very small 
price to pay for getting this super and 
glamorous job as Personal Secretary to 
an Under Secretary of State. There had 
been no nasty shocks, but now... 

This Sergeant Jenks was the third in 
rapid succession. Three hammer blows. 
In this room that was his gym he was tell- 
ing her to take her clothes off. All of 
them. And he wasn’t messing about. At 
Pam’s stunned look he seized her arm in 
a grip that threatened to crack the bone 
and brusquely ordered her to jump to it 
or he would do it. The hand left her 
aching arm and in a second vice-like ac- 
tion took hold of a handful of her bottom. 

“We've got to have action, Miss. Mr 
Browne said he wanted you super fit. 
That other one, that Alison, got bested 
it seems. Mr Browne doesn’t want that. 
So we’ll have to really work you. So get 
these things off. Let’s see what we’ve got 
here.’ 

In a sort of nightmare Pam’s clothes 
came off. Until she was left in only her 
stockings. Mr Jenks’s fierce voice tell- 
ing her to take her hands away from there 
(her brown-bushed groin and the firm, 
high tits). Pam complied, and stood 
squirming before him, with Mr Jenks’s 
fierce eyes on her. And then those hands 
too. Turning her, this way and that. Siz- 
ing her body up like a dubious specimen 
of horse-flesh that had been sent to him 
to do something with. Which of course 
was precisely what she was. At the end 
of his scrutiny Mr Jenks turned her to 
face him again — and without ceremony 
closed one of those large hands over the 
bulge of Pam’s groin. 

She let out a shocked squeal. But Mr 


Jenks’s hand wasn’t letting go. A harsh 
laugh. ‘We don’t want this all shaved off, 
do we? Like that Alison. Bare as a baby’s 
bum.’ 

The words didn’t mean anything. In 
particular as Pam’s mind was fully con- 
centrated on the clutching hand. But she 
anyway at this stage knew nothing of 
what had been done to poor Alison with 
shaving soap and razor. 

Mr Jenks enlightened Pam. A little 
later after he had had her doing ten 
minutes hard running on the spot and 
then had her spread out on his massage 
table. His hand going back to that same 


dark-blonde bush, now slick with 
perspiration. ‘We don’t want it shaved 
off, do we, Pam? What would your 
boyfriend think of that?’ And this time 
Pamela heard, in rather basic Army ver- 
nacular, what fate Alison had suffered as 
a result of losing her race. Mr Jenks, 
more loquacious now, was prepared, 
keen in fact, to provide further details of 
what he knew of whippet racing. Of what 
could happen to girls who, like Alison, 
finished up on the losing end. ‘The gent 
who’s won can do just what he likes with 
her,’ Mr Jenks stated. 

As if to lend weight to this stagement 


Mr Jenks’s broad middle finger thrust up 
into the heavily breathing Pamela who, 
on her new trainer’s orders, was lying 
with her thighs spread obligingly apart 
so as to accommodate what he had now 
done. She yelled out. And snapped her 
legs closed. Also grabbed automatically 
at the invading hand. Mr Jenks firmly 
told her to stop all these things. He was 
testing her self-discipline and control, he 
told her. That was half the battle in 
achieving fitness. She had an awful lot 
to do to get properly fit and it was going 
to take a high degree of self-discipline. 
So lie quite still...and keep her hands at 
her sides on the table... 

While Mr Jenks...was just doing it. 
Not one finger now but two. First and 
second held stiffly and _ thrustingly 
together. Fully in...and then sliding 
out...and in again...while his 
thumb...Pam somehow doing what she 
had been told. Lying back with her legs 
open and letting it happen. Making gaspy 
little sounds. Squealy sounds. Sounds of 
a girl who is not in control and is less 
and less in control by the second. The 
sounds getting more desperate...urgent 
...until...a high-pitched long-drawn-out 
squeal... 

In the middle of this squeal Mr Jenks 
stopped. Grabbed the recumbent girl’s 
arm and abruptly pulled her up off the 
table. Sharply smacking the ripe bottom. 

‘Control, Miss! Where’s that self- 
control? Did I say you could come? 
Right: let’s have some more running on 
the spot. Hard this time. Half an hour 
shall we say? Come on, snap to it!’ 

CRACK... 

‘Aaarrgghhhh!’ 

From somewhere Mr Jenks had pro- 
duced a cane. Which he had belted in 
across Pam’s bare bottom. ‘Come on! 
Knees up!’ 


Virgin Whippet 


Her first race. With Mr Browne in his 
car and her feeling quite unwell. He was 
gently stroking her leg. ‘Jenks tells me 
he’s got you in lovely shape, Pammy 
dear. Tip-top condition. So I’m plann- 
ing to bet a hundred pounds on you.’ 

Pam shivered. She was dressed for her 
race that was in two hours time. Like 
those other girls: a light coat and 
underneath it her silk blouse which was 
Mr Browne’s Cambridge blue. That was 
all apart from trainers and white ankle 
socks. She felt really sick. Nauseous. She 
was fit, Mr Jenks had almost killed her 
in two months of training — but what if 
this other girl was just as fit, or fitter? 
She could have been training for three 
months. Three years. 

‘Please... She put her hand on Mr 
Browne’s hand. 

‘Nervous?’ he asked. 

‘I’m dead scared,’ she breathed. ‘What 
if I lose... ?’ 

‘If you lose you’ll be handed over to 
Mr Finford for two days. You know that, 


Pammy dear. And to whoever else he 
wants to have some fun with you as well. 
That’s the rule of the sport.’ Mr 
Browne’s hand was pushing more in- 
sistently up between her legs. ‘But you’re 
not going to lose. You’ll be too much for 
Mr Finford’s whippet. So J shall have 
her. Now let me...do something about 
all that nervous tension...that excess 
adrenalin...’ 

The driver was Mr Jenks and there was 
a glass partition separating them from 
him. Would Mr Jenks be watching the 
race? As she had to ‘present’ at the 
beginning, and at the other times? Mr 
Jenks had seen her already, seen 
everything, done just about everything in 
that dreadful gym. But the others. Mr 
Finford and whoever else had been in- 
vited, to see Mr Browne’s new whippet’s 
first race. Pamela Marton made a 
strangled sort of sound. She had better 
tell Mr Browne she was going to be sick. 
Mr Browne whose hand was now... 

It was the same place as before: that 
splendid country house secluded in its 
equally splendid grounds deep in the 
heart of leafy Sussex. Pam was still feel- 
ing sick as Mr Jenks drove them in 
through the gates but somehow she 
hadn’t actually reached the critical point 
as regards throwing up. Mr Browne had 
stopped what he had been doing and he 
had brought her to the critical point as 
regards that. He seemed to treat it as a 
purely functional thing: bringing her off 
in order to relieve excessive over- 
excitement. But then there were big 
stakes involved. Not so much his £100 
as the possibility of having his whippet 
— and his Personal Secretary — abused 
and humiliated by his opponent. Rather 
than having the sweet pleasure of enjoy- 
ing (and humiliating) his opponent’s 
whippet. Oh yes, Vincent Browne was 
feeling a certain tension himself. Pamela 
was untried, a virgin whippet. Jenks said 
she was good, but if she had an attack 
of nerves say? 


The other girl was called Marcia. A 
pretty brunette with a glossy ponytail tied 
back in a pink ribbon, she was a couple 
of inches shorter than Pam who stood 
5’7” in her trainers. The two girls 
greeted each other with wan smiles. Mar- 
cia had raced before a couple of times 
sO was not a virgin whippet like Pam. 
Marcia was seen to have a full, luxuriant 
bush of pubic hair when, in the drawing 
room this time rather than outside as 
before, the girls were told to take off 
their coats. But of course shaving off of 
pussy hair was only a recent develop- 
ment; this intact luxuriant bush was not 


necessarily an indication that Marcia was 
an undefeated whippet, although she had 
in fact won both of those earlier races. 

‘She’ll look really cute without this.’ 
Vincent Browne joked, cupping his hand 
over it. 

Someone else said, “Your girl would 
look rather cute too, Vincent.’ And 
another added, ‘Why don’t we shave 
both of them before the race. I mean less 
wind resistance and all that.’ 

It was only a joke, there was no chance 
of either Mr Browne or Mr Finford 
countenancing that. There were four or 
five other men here in the drawing room 
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sipping drinks, all looking with keen in- 
terest at the two girls who were now nude 
apart from the blouses and socks and 
trainers. Mr Jenks was not one of them, 
not invited into the drawing room, but 
Pam was too traumatised standing there 
with nothing on in front of all these men 
to notice. She could just about take in that 
her opponent, in a pink blouse matching 
her hair ribbon, was well rounded with 
a fuller bottom and larger tits than 
herself. Stronger, fitter perhaps? And she 
had won two races. Oh dear God, I’m 
going to lose, jangled around in her head. 
But for the moment there was the more 
immediate trauma of this man, Mr Fin- 
ford, with his tape measure. Putting it — 
and his hands — everywhere. Because he 
was free to take however many, and 
whatever measurements he liked. I am 
going to be sick, she told herself, for the 
umpteenth time today. 

Outside at least there was the fresh air. 
It was a cool day, overcast, and the girls 
for the moment had their coats draped 
round them again. Mr Jenks has reap- 
peared when they came out of the draw- 
ing room and suggested, in view of the 
cool weather, a preliminary warming up. - 
So under her coat Pam was at least 
warm, sweating just a little — but 
perhaps from fright as much as the run- 
ning on the spot and jumping up and 
down performed in the conservatory. 
The coats now had to come off again. 
Everything was ready. And now came 


that sickening business that as much as 
anything had been giving Pamela 
nightmares. ‘Presenting.’ 

Try and think it’s not real, it’s only a 
bad dream, she told herself. It was not 
really happening. As with Marcia she 
had to get down on hands and knees on 
the grass. ‘Get those bottoms up some 
more,’ someone said. /t’s not happening. 
Pam tried frantically to repeat to herself. 
But somehow it was no good. She knew 
it was happening. She was kneeling here 
in front of these awful men, her knees 
apart and her bottom thrust out. With a 
little later Mr Finford stroking and fondl- 
ing her bare bottom — as Mr Browne 
was also doing to Marcia. Mr Finford’s 
hand slid down...between her legs...to 
fondle her there... This went on...for an 
eternity? while the others shouted out 
things. Until at last the man with the 
pistol barked, ‘Are you both ready then?’ 
And seconds later the explosion was 
reverbarating in her ears. 

Split seconds for it to get through to 
her, and Pam was springing forward. 
, Running for her life, gasping in lungfuls 
of air. Marcia at her side doing the same. 
Their faces straining as bare legs came 
up and down. Behind them bare bottoms 
wobbling muscularly with intense effort. 
The men’s shouts ringing in their ears. 
Four times out to the big cedar and back, 
and at each return they must get down 
on hands and knees to ‘present’ before 
setting off once more. If this was not per- 
formed properly the whippet could be 
called back, or disqualified. 

At the first return ‘present’ they were 
together. But by the second Pam was 
some yards ahead. Further by the third. 
her lungs were bursting, her head spin- 
ning from the effort, but she forced 
herself to do a proper ‘present’, fearful 
that she could be disqualified. No, it was 
all right as she set off again. She was go- 
ing to win. If her desperate legs could 
carry her this last 200 metres. Somehow 
they did. Pam finished a good half 
minute before Marcia. 

Her lungs were searing, as if a sharp 
knife was in there somewhere. But she 
had won. ‘Present’, someone shouted. 
Almost gratefully Pam got down on 
hands and knees once more, gasping for 
air. ‘Get it stuck out,’ a voice rapped. 
Yes, she had won. 

Marcia was in tears. Sobbing. The 
superhuman effort she had made was to 
no avail. And now...the reward for los- 
ing. Hands were grabbing her. Lifting 
her up, carrying her over to the garden 
seat. It was Mr Browne who had the cane 
of course, an exultant look on his face. 
Pamela for the moment was forgotten. 
Except by Mr Jenks. ‘Not bad,’ he mur- 
mured. His hand came round Pam as she 
stood with her head going round and 
round. She felt a bit like crying herself. 
Mr Jenks’s hand slid down to her quiver- 
ing, sweat-slick bottom. Over at the 
garden seat there were desperate yells 


from Marcia. 
Continued on page 46... 


arold Benning glances up at the 

clock but the time it shows — 

3.02 — is barely changed from 
when he last looked; which is not sur- 
prising when that was less than a minute 
ago. Miriam who misses very little even 
when, as now, she is knitting at high 
speed, makes a ‘Ttsk’ sound. 

“You'll wear that clock out, Harold. 
Can’t you think of anything else?’ 

It is the new maid of course. She is due 
on the 3.45 arrival from London. And 
the answer, as Miriam Benning well 
knows, is that husband Harold cannot 
think of anything else. Not right now, 
with less than an hour to wait to have her 
here. And more importantly no doubt get 
his hands on her. 

Not that Harold’s single-minded in- 
terest in the new maid particularly 
bothers Miriam. An interest in young bits 
of stuff is not unusual in an older man 
and Harold is 59. Men of that age can 
be seen chasing after them, making fools 
of themselves and squandering the family 
finances into the bargain. Harold is not 
doing that and he doesn’t need to, not 
with a live-in maid. A live-in maid is a 
very convenient safety valve for a mar- 
ried man of a certain age. They are for- 
tunate in being able to afford one. But 
domestic help is relatively cheap now, in 
1937. In years to come, in 1987 say, a 
live-in maid will be quite out of the ques- 
tion for a lower-middle-class couple such 
as the Bennings. 

Harold frowns. ‘Well I’ve got to meet 
her. If I’m not there she could wander 
off, get lost. You know what young girls 
are. Brainless, most of them.’ 

Miriam does not answer. The girl has 
been given clear instructions and if she 
can’t follow clear instructions why has 
Harold hired her? From that agency. The 
answer to this, as Miriam knows, or can 
guess, is that Harold has hired her for 
her physical qualities: a pretty face, at- 
tractive legs, the full front of her blouse, 
maybe also her bottom. And perhaps as 
well she is meek and docile. This is what 
Miriam thinks but she keeps it to herself. 
Harold has been exceedingly restless 
ever since the last one went and Miriam 
is glad this new one is coming. Other- 
wise, well, Harold might start wander- 
ing even though he is 59. 

The other one, Margery, got pregnant. 
A pleasant enough girl but none too 
bright in Miriam’s estimation and with 
a tendancy to laziness as well. Miriam 
wasn’t too sorry to see her go. It wasn’t 
Harold, it was the boyfriend who got her 
in the family way. Or at least Miriam 
doesn’t believe it was Harold and there 
was no such suggestion from the girl. 
Harold had his fun with her, but only his 
own special fun. Not that. Or Miriam 
doesn’t think so. 

Harold is no doubt eager to have his 
own special fun with this new one, Julie. 
Which is why he has been acting like a 
cat on hot bricks all day. 
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Harold does rather have that Jittery 
feeling. Quite naturally; Hé cap 


to his will, Bending her. 
He gets to his feet. It is only ten past 


minutes at most. It doesn’t add up but he 
can’t just sit and Wait. ‘May as wel] take 
2 Stroll down there,” he tells Miriam. 
‘You never know...’ 

Miriam smiles up from Harold’s half- 
made Fair-Is]e Pullover. Poor Harold. It 


She says. ‘We want to make her fee] 
welcome. ’ 


ge 


The girl Julie obediently gets to her 


feet. Miriam Can see what he Sees in her. 


background. More common elements. 


ing given her first Proper introduction. 
Julie Millings is 18. This is not her first 
job and you could say she knows her way 
around a little bit. Well, men are mostly 
€ same, aren’t they? And domestic ser- 
Vice is Mostly the same. Julie was fire 
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from her last job because the mistress of 
the house was not so tolerant of her hus- 
band’s behaviour as is Miriam Benning 
and the lady could not easily fire her hus- 
band. Julie does not at present know what 
Mrs Benning is like, does not know she 
is prepared to turn a blind eye to Harold’s 
little peccadilloes, his “special fun’. Julie 
doesn’t really know about Harold Benn- 
ing either but she is assuming he will be 
much like the others. And she has a pret- 
ty good idea of this because at the sta- 
tion and again on the front doorstep of 
Number 25 Harold has had a quick feel 
at her bum. That will indicate to any girl 
of a little experience what Harold is go- 
ing to be like. The same as the others. 

Up in the little room that was 
Margery’s and is now to be Julie’s, 
Harold does it again. Grabs Julie’s bum. 
This time pulling her up against him — 
something he couldn’t very well do out- 
side, in public, with disapproving eyes 
about — and really grabs. And now of 
course there is no coat, Julie’s coat is ly- 
ing on the little bed, there is only the thin 
frock and thin slip underneath, and of 
course knickers. 

She gasps, ‘Oh...Mr Benning...’ in 
shock and alarm. Although Julie does not 
really feel any great shock or alarm. 
What Mr Benning is doing has come as 
no great surprise — thought there is the 
thought of Mrs Benning, the thought of 
that sacking for just this sort of thing. But 
hopefully Mr Benning knows... 

‘Don’t be silly,’ that gentleman says, 
his voice hot, excited. ‘I bet you love it.’ 
The groping hand reaches further in, at 
the same time grabbing up her frock. In 
between...and underneath... 

Julie gasps, ‘What about...Mrs 
Benning....?’ 

‘Don’t worry about Mrs Benning,’ 
Harold breaths, his hand right in there 
and his heart going at a rate that really 
can’t be good for a 59 year old, not very 
fit man. ‘Look...what I want...’ 

In the bathroom. Harold’s ‘special 
fun’, as Miriam likes to think of it, rather 
as one might of a child’s simple but 
obsessive pleasures. Harold himself 
doesn’t think of it as fun, or tries to tell 
himself it isn’t fun. It is what the man 
of the house needs to do; his duty, when 
you have a live-in maid. Discipline. She 
has to be taught what is what, what she 
will get if her work is not up to scratch. 
‘It is what a man has to do, it isn’t ‘fun’. 
Though this isn’t to say that Harold 
doesn’t enjoy doing what has to be done. 

In the bathroom. He will sometimes do 
it in the maid’s own room but mostly it 
is the bathroom. ‘Get in the bathroom,’ 
Harold says. ‘I'll see you in there in two 
minutes. And I want you...’ | 

Just her slip. Julie, still more scared 
about Miriam than Mr Benning, looking 
apprehensively out of her door and then 
going quickly across the landing. 
Barefoot and in nothing except her ar- 
tificial silk slip. No knickers and no 
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brassiere. No frock. What is Mr Benn- 
ing going to do? Well, there are various 
possibilities. When you have been in ser- 
vice and you know what men are like 
there are various possibilities that could 
be about to happen. Julie isn’t too keen 
on the possibilities, some of which are 
certainly worse than others. Just about 
the worse thing, though, can be the wrath 
of the mistress if she finds out. She won’t 
take it out on her husband, it will be her, 
the maid. 

Harold is in the bathroom. Waiting. 
Heart thumping, pounding his blood 
around his body. It has pounded it in par- 
ticular into a certain pair of him. The ex- 
citement of what Miriam called his 
‘special fun’ can certainly do that, and 
the normal excitement is compounded by 
having a new girl to do it to. Yes Harold, 
all of him, is really throbbing. 

He moves to close the door, and lock 
it. “I’m going to smack your bottom,’ he 
tells her, his voice even more hot and 
urgent. ‘So you’ll know what to expect. 
OK?’ 


Julie gulps but Harold’s words are 


nothing to get too excited about. She has 
certainly had her bottom smacked before. 
Though there is still Mrs Benning. A 


- smacked bottom might not be the end of 


the world but men’s wives can still get 
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highly excited about it. Especially if, as 
it presumably is going to be, on the bare. 
She indicates the door, the outside, 
where Mrs Benning...‘Is it...OK?’ 

For answer Harold grabs her. Once 
again but this time it is a real grab, quite 
all-embracing. Harold’s greedy hands 
are everywhere: the greedy hands of a 
small boy let loose in a sweet shop. For 
now there is nothing, no real impedi- 
ment, nothing between Harold’s hands 
and the firm female flesh. Julie emits 
sounds: gasps, little squeals. For 
although she is a girl of some little ex- 
perience Harold’s assault has been ex- 
tremely sudden and masterful. She 
doesn’t really try to stop the hands 
though; when you are a maid and it is 
the master you can’t do that. Even though 
the hands are targeting in on Julie’s most 
intimate regions. A girl has to take it. 
And she makes ‘ure that the urgent little 
yelps and gasps are kept low; discreet. 
Julie has been taken by surprise but her 
brain is still conscious of Mrs Benning. 
Downstairs. 

The assault is, after some frenzied 
minutes, called off. Because this assault 
has only been a preliminary, an im- 
promptu skirmish, and what they are 
here for... 

Julie is told to move the chintz-covered 


stool out from its place at the wall, and 
place it in front of the wash-stand. And 
kneel on it. Leaning over, resting her 
arms on the front of the wash-basin. Yes. 
Well, Julie was told she was to get a 
spanking. And this is how Harold likes 
to have a girl for a spanking. It is what 
specifically Miriam means by his ‘special 
fun’. Making a girl in just her slip kneel 
up on the stool and then giving her bare 
bottom a good spanking. Miriam knows 
about this favourite game of Harold’s 
because once, two girls ago, she absent- 
mindedly walked into the bathroom when 
Harold, also absent-mindedly, had 
forgotten to lock the door. So Miriam 
knows. And doesn’t get too excited about 
this knowledge. Well, if he’s doing that 
he’s not doing anything else, is he? 

Julie is up on the stool. In the prescrib- 
ed position. Bending forward, head in 
her arms, her bottom high. The white 
slip has been slipped up, the rounded 
cheeks exposed. Not only the cheeks 
either in this position, for her knees, on 
Harold’s instruction, are somewhat apart 
and with this and the bottom-raised 
posture pretty much everything is on 
show. 

Harold has commenced spanking. His 
hand splatting in, down, with full force 
onto those firmly resilient cheeks, onto 
backs of thighs. This is the ‘special fun’ 
which downstairs Miriam assumes 
Harold is indulging in, or as he himself 
would prefer to think of it, not fun but 
discipline, necessary training for a new 
maid. “Ooowch!’ And ‘Aaooow!’ sounds 
gasp out from Julie’s soft lips. She has 
been spanked before, and on her bare 
bum too, but as spankings go this one is 
a real one. Mr Benning is not playing 
around, it is really hurting. Just about the 
worst she has ever... 

Harold stops, though, eventually. Red- 
faced from his exertions. It is at least 
over, Julie can tell herself. Her bottom 
is killing her but it is over. Mr Benning 
will let her get up and she can get dress- 
ed. And go downstairs and try and act 
as if nothing has happened and hope that 
Mrs Benning is not going to suspect, or 
blow her top. 

But... 

She is not getting up. Mr Benning’s 
hand is on her back, keeping her there. 
He says something. And something else. 
Oh. Oh! Haltingly Julie answers. 
Another soft query from Harold. 
Another muttered answer. And then... 

Well without further ado Harold Ben- 
ning is proceeding to do something else. 
Something that Miriam Benning 
downstairs would certainly not recognise 
in her understanding of ‘special fun’. Not 
at all. Though she would without a doubt 
recognise what Harold is doing, be able 
to put a name to it. 

Good gracious. 

It isn’t possible, is it? That other girl, 
Margery. The one who got...It couldn ’t 
have been...? 
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manda froze, had goosé-pimples 

and came out in little beads of 

perspiration all over when she 
thought about it. Flushing the loo a se- 
cond time but it was still obstinately 
there, mocking her frantic efforts to get 
rid of it. If an inanimate white rubber 
balloon-like object could mock you. Mr 
Philport had just left and her parents 
would be back at any moment and it was 
obstinately there rolling about in the 
frothing water and perhaps seeming live, 
animate, after all. ‘Dispose of this, 
would you, Amanda,’ Mr Philport had 
matter-of-factly said and handed it to her. 
And then carrying his trousers had 
himself gone into the bathroom. Leav- 
ing Amanda with somehow this horrid 
dangling white rubber thing in her hand 
— between the very tips of finger and 
thumb and at arm’s length as if it might 
explode or alternatively send frightful 
crawling creatures swarming up her arm 
to infest her. Which of course was ex- 
tremely illogical and silly when this same 
object had been and very recently in a 
most intimate part of her person and so 
if it could do such dreadful things it 
would presumably have already done 
them. With Mr Philport occupying the 
downstairs bathroom and the one upstairs 
out of action (Mr Bungalow the plumber 
had been due but not appeared) she had 
rushed to the kitchen. Thought for a mo- 
ment of the garbage bag but no, her 
mother could conceivably find this 
dreadful object there. And so placed it 
with shaking hand in the sink. A tem- 
porary home. Until Mr Philport came out 
and left and it could be dropped down in 
what seemed the only possible place and 
flushed down into the bowels of the earth 
to disappear for ever — or perhaps in fact 
resurface in the sewage works, 
anonymously, with others of its kind. But 
it wouldn’t... 

Somehow in the frantic carryings- 
about it had managed to entrap some air. 
It was thus triumphantly, diabolically, 
buoyant. Able to withstand whatever 
fresh torrent of water descended on it. 
A third flush. A fourth. At which point 
Amanda heard the unmistakeable sound 
of the car in the driveway. Her parents. 
She felt a rising surge of hysteria but 
somehow...out and into her bedroom, 
stumbling in her high heels, to grab a 
coat hanger (she couldn't touch it now.) 
Back. Desperately fishing for it. And 


somehow carrying it, suspended and 


dripping over the end, down the stairs 
and out through the kitchen as they came 
in the front door. Out into the life-giving 
cool evening air of the garden. The 
toolshed. Her father’s spade. And digg- 
ing a frantic little hole in the vegetable 
patch. Oh God. She was shaking, shiver- 
ing, bathed in a fine sheen of 
perspiration. 

‘Amanda! Your shoes. They’re covered 
in mud!’ 
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Amanda gave a slightly hysterical 
laugh. Her shoes did have mud on them 
and so now did the lounge carpet, but in 
the context...‘I...ah...went out for some 
fresh air. In the garden.’ 

‘But did you have to walk on the ac- 
tual garden?’ Her father said. ‘I mean 
we've got paths. The lawn.’ 

Amanda, still shaking, bent to remove 
her shoes. Her mother came back in with 
the dustpan and brush. ‘Anyway dear, 
how was your show? The play. It was 
so nice of Jim Philport to take you out.’ 

Amanda gave another laugh that had 
an edge of hysteria to it. Mr Philport who 
when he took you out had a packet of 
those things with him. And, thoughtful- 
ly, a little jar of vaseline. And also, in 
his car...a cane. 

She mumbled something about the 
play. It seemed almost light-years away 
though, with what had happened sirk}. 
Mr Philport, the old friend of her 
parents: how nice of him to take her out. 
Her birthday. Nineteen. Not today of 
course: two days ago. But how 
thoughtful. Thoughtful to pick a matinee 
so that after something to eat he would 
have her back here in good time know- 
ing that her parents were going to be out, 
at the pictures. Thoughtful. And know- 
ing too:-as he made clear in the interval. 
When he let her know that he knew a cer- 
tain something that made Amanda blush 
a bright crimson. That certain something 
that she had thought no one, no one else, 
knew. Mr Philport smiling like a 
Cheshire cat: ‘But of course, Amanda 
dear, I wouldn’t dream of letting it go 
any further. You know that, don’t you?’ 

Oh yes. Of course. Mr Philport was 
the soul of discretion. If... 

“Nineteen now, eh? A lovely age. And 
you know what they say, there are two 
things a girl should have when she’s 19. 
To indicate she has attained the state of 
young womanhood, I suppose.’ 

Amanda watched bemused as the par- 
ticles of garden earth were briskly brush- 
ed into the dustpan, and then her mother 
took her soil-clogged shoes. She could 
still see the water frothing in her toilet 
bowl and that dreadful white rubber 
thing. Refusing to go down. It was now 
out in the garden with the onions and cab- 
bages but she had the awful feeling that 
somehow it would work its way up to the 
surface again. To lie there in wait for her 
mother’s shocked eyes. Maybe she 
should nip back out with a torch and 
check...? I’m going mad, she thought. 
But then, in the circumstances... 

‘Do you know what they are, Aman- 
da. Those two things?’ 

Sitting there in the lounge, in this very 
lounge with the coffee Amanda had 
made. That was Mr Philport’s opening 
gambit, following up on what he had said 
in the car. Shaking her head like a 
dummy. 

“Well, one is the cane, Amanda. A girl 
at that age needs a touch of the cane. It 
teaches her discipline. And submission 
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to male authority. Some girls, quite a lot 
in these permissive days, grow up 
without ever having had the benefit of 
proper discipline.’ 

What was Mr Philport talking about? 
He was talking about caning her, that was 
what. And he had a cane. As he showed 
her. Wrapped in his coat and now pro- 
duced like a magician. 

Yes. Mr Philport, her father’s old ac- 
quaintance, not a bad sort she had 
thought though now she recalled that 
perhaps he had looked at her a bit funny 
once or twice in the past. But now just 
telling her this. He was going to use the 
cane on her. ‘We won’t tell anyone of 
course, Amanda dear. I’m sure you'd 
prefer that. Just the two of us.’ Calmly 
eyeing her across the coffee table. This 
coffee table. ‘Take them off then, eh? 
Your knickers.’ 

He wasn’t joking. And with what he 
knew: that sweat-inducing thing he had 
whispered in her ear...No, Mr Philport 
wasn’t joking and he wasn’t listening to 
any of her desperate pleas. He meant it. 

Over the arm of the settee — this set- 
tee — her knickers off and her skirt up 
round her waist. Three strokes with that 
cane. Three strokes...the first was bad. 
The second and third she thought must 
have cut her bottom in two. Not able to 
breathe: choking, gasping for air. But the 
three strokes were over and Mr Philport 
was helping her up. And then helping her 
down, onto the seat of the settee this 
time. 

‘We won’t want the knickers for the 
moment, Amanda dear. Because now we 
come to the second of those two things. 
Do you know what that is? I’m sure you 
do.’ 

To help her guess if she didn’t Mr 
Philport obligingly produced his two 
clues. The little jar of vaseline and the 
small flat packet. The contents of which, 
after Mr Philport had left, were to pro- 
ve so difficult to dispose of. 

‘I hope you invited him in for a cup 
of coffee, Amanda. When he brought 
you back.’ Her mother so concerned for 
good old Jim Philport. Yes, Amanda 
said. Yes she had. And now...she really 
was feeling...a bit tired. She would say 
goodnight. But not without first another 
frantic, furtive, look round. To make 
sure again there was nothing: no 
overlooked tell-tale stains on the settee 

say, or forgotten knickers peeping from 
under a chair. Although she knew she 
had grabbed her knickers up already and 
checked and rechecked for any...stains... 

First thing in the morning she went out 
to the garden. She just had to. Keeping 
to the path this time where she could 
nonetheless observe from close quarters 
— about three feet — the spot where 
yesterday she had frenziedly dug and 
buried... The spot seemed to Amanda’s 
frantic eyes to stick out as if it were sign- 
posted. The obviously newly-dug earth 

simply inviting someone — her father — 
to investigate. And anyway was it still 
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in there? The next-door-neighbour’s boy, 
Simon: how did she know he hadn't 
observed her frantic activity? And dug 

it up. It could be anywhere in the garden 
now — dangling obscenely from a tree, 

a bush. It was ridiculous but Amanda 
couldn’t prevent herself from making a 
thorough tour... 

Mr Bunglow came at ten, after phon- 
ed apologies for not making it yesterday . 
Mr Bunglow was another old acquain- 
tance of her parents, like Mr Philport. 
Amanda shuddered at the very thought 
of that name. Her mother was out and 
of course her father but Amanda, home 
from college, was there to let Mr 
Bunglow in. She was still racking her 
brain about that thing. She couldn’t leave 
it there, to be dug up at the very least in 
her father’s autumn dig. But what 
else...? And what if someone saw her. 
That Simon. But for the moment there 
was in any case nothing she could do 
with Mr Bunglow in the house. Mr 
Bunglow whom Amanda had been in- 
structed to make a cup of coffee for. Just 
like... 

Mr Bunglow was, as it happened, 
about Mr Philport’s age. Fifty say. Fat- 
ter — although, hotly remembering his 
weight on her, Mr Philport wasn’t thin. 
Mr Bunglow and Mr Philport of course 
knew each other too. And sitting there, 
as she had with Mr Philport, Amanda 
had the sudden flush-making thought that 
Mr Bunglow could somehow also know 
what Mr Philport had found out. 

Perhaps it was telepathy. Mr Bunglow 
at that point said, ‘Nineteen now then, 
Amanda?’ 

Her skin prickled. As she nodded. As 
Mr Bunglow grinned. ‘Did they ever tell 
you what a girl needs when she gets to 
be nineteen? There’re two things.’ 

She must be dreaming it. A dream, 
nightmare. If she pinched herself... 

Mr Bunglow grinnirig more broadly. 
No he couldn’t...But he was going to 
say...she knew he was. And he did: 

‘A little bird told me something, 
Amanda. Something quite amusing — 
although perhaps not everyone might 
think it was amusing. About when you 
were on holiday last year.’ 

‘No!’ she shrieked. ‘Don’t...’ 

‘Oh, I wouldn’t tell anyone. No. Keep 

it strictly between ourselves. Now about 

those two things.’ 

‘No!’ she yelped again. Mr Bunglow 
got heavily to his feet. Went out of the 
room. To the bathroom; to his tool bag? 
Because when he shortly came back there 
it was in his hand. A cane. Just like Mr 
Philport’s. 

‘No, you’re not...” she squealed. But 
it was the same as Mr Philport. Did 
Amanda want that awful business on 
holiday bandied about? It was bad 
enough that these two men somehow 
knew; but if they were to tell everyone... 
‘Come on, take ’em off.” Mr Bunglow 

whipped the cane down across the chair 
back. ‘Just a bit of fun, so take ’em off. 
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You took ’em off for Jim Philport as I 
understand. ’ 
Her skirt raised and her knickers down 
and kneeling on the top of the low (of) 
fee table: that was how Mr Bunglow 
wanted her. It was if anything worse than 
Mr Philport. if that was possible. Sear- 

ing her poor bum. } 

‘Lovely,’ Mr Bunglow said. ‘A bit of 
all right.’ And whipped the cane in even 
harder. ‘Yes, this is what a girl needs all 
right.’ 

And then the other. Afterwards. 

‘No!’ Amanda squealed, her bottom 
burning from the five devastating strokes 
Mr Binglow had delivered. “No, I won't. 
Not that...’ 

But Mr Binglow like Mr Philport had 
come prepared with one of those little 
packets. And he was now unfastening the 
bib of his overalls. 

‘Don’t be silly, Amanda. Just a little 
friendly one. To show we’re nice and 
friendly and mum’s the word as they 
say.’ 

On the settee. Again. With this time 
Mr Bunglow. Who was heavier. Aman- 
da’s poor raw bottom rubbing painfully 
against the cloth as Mr Bunglow thrust 
vigorously in and out. And at the end of 

it. After he had pronounced, ‘Ah. That - 
was nice. A bit of all right.” Yes. The 
same. Holding it out to her. ‘Here. Find 
a home for this can you, Amanda.’ 

Somehow she suppressed the 
hysterical scream that wanted to force its 
way from her mouth. This dreadful thing 
in her hand again. Or another one. What 
could she do with it? There was only one 
place. The vegetable garden again. 

Was that Simon in, next door? Peer- 

ing through the fence? But she had to do 
it. Before her mother got home at lunch 
time. Dig again in that same spot. He was 
out somewhere, he had to be. That 
Simon. There wasn’t anyone about. And 
the other thing was still there. Looking 
horrible, disgusting, with dirt sticking to 
it. Surreptitiously slipping this second 
one in the hole and frantically covering 
it up. No there wasn’t anyone around, 
there couldn’t be. ‘Did Mr Bunglow 
come?’ her mother asked she when got 
back. Yes, Mr Bunglow had come all 
right. And yes he had fixed the loo. Mr 
Bunglow had got that done before he pro- 
ceeded to items of his own pleasure: that 
cane and what could possibly be describ- 
ed as that other plumbing job. 

There was a third one. Mr Singly who 
had the corner shop. He delivered some 
weekly groceries and whether by chance 
or design he came the next day when 
Amanda’s mother was out again. (Well 
it had to be design). Mr Singley more or 
less invited himself in — and remarked 
that he wouldn’t mind a cup of coffee. 
Did that cause Amanda’s nervous anten- 
nae to start buzzing? The other two had 
had coffee. And this Mr Singley...well 
he was the same sort of age as the others 

and certainly well acquainted with them. 


33 


Amanda had this sudden dreadful vision: 
they were in the pub — the Duck and 
Drake. The three of them. And Mr 
Philport was telling the other two... 

Whether or not the Duck and Drake 
was involved Mr Singley was...short- 
ly...saying...What the other two had 
said. And he had with him, out in his 
van, now brought in, under his coat, a 
cane. Maybe that same one. The little 
packet was tucked in down the side of 
her mother’s grocery box. 

That meant there were three out there 
in the hole in the cabbage patch. Three 
of those horrible objects. No one 
discovered them. But almost. It was her 
Aunt Julie’s terrier, Jack. When Aunt 
Julie and her Uncle Ted came round at 
the weekend. ‘Where’s Jack?’ her 
mother asked when they were all in the 
lounge. Aunt Julie and Uncle Ted sitting 
on the settee where all three of those 
dreadful men had gruntingly achieved 
their climactic pleasure — and then hand- 
ed over the sordid remains. 

‘Oh he’ll be outside,’ Aunt Julie said. 
‘He’s a bit of a digger I’m afraid.’ Aman- 
da didn’t wait to hear any more. And out- 
side there he was. For some reason 
drawn to that very spot. Digging en- 
thusiastically away... 

Almost hysterical she drove him off. 
Filled it in. But he kept wanting to come 
back to it. To start digging again. it was 
the only spot that seemed to interest him. 

‘Oh let him have a dig,” her mother 
said. 

Amanda was almost out of her mind 
but she managed to prevent it. Late at 
night she dug them up. All three 
disgusting looking objects. Dropping 
them in a plastic shopping bag and screw- 
ing it up. In the morning she took it out, 
on her bike, in the country. Hid it. 
Though with the sweat-making thought 
that someone was watching. 

At least it was only the three of them. 
Or seemed to be. ‘They wheedled it out 
of me,’ Mr Philport later said. “But don’t 
worry, it won’t go any further. ’ At least 
for the rest of the summer vacation this 
seemed to be true. There weren't any 
more callers. But those three: Mr 
Philport and Mr Bunglow and Mr 
Singley...well naturally they weren't 
satisfied with just the once. They wanted 
more. Repeat performances of what a 
girl has to have. “Not at our house!’ 
Amanda hissed hysterically. Each time. 

But there was just once more in their 
house. Mr Singley insisting when he 
came with the groceries. And Amanda 
did what she had so desperately tried to 
do that first time. Dropped it down the 
loo. It went down, no air trapped in it 
this time. 

But it came back up. Later. It must 
have got into the U-trap and stayed there 
and...come back. And it was Amanda’s 
mother who found it. A sort of shriek 
from the bathroom. And 
then... ‘Amanda!’ 
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ear Sir, 

For the last 12 months I have 
been a fairly regular reader of your 
publications, I usually buy one each 
month. The last half dozen or so 
have been brilliant, featuring good 
settings both indoors and outdoors 
and your models really look ideal. 
Also recently there has been much 
more nudity, just the thing for us red 
blooded males, we like tits and 
pussies as well you know! 


No red bottoms or red stripes these 
days, is this due to censorship? 


Now a couple of ideas for you. 


1. How about a full colour edition 
say quarterly or even just once a 
year, I am sure most of us would 
find a few ‘bob’ extra now and then. 


2. How about a readers print service, 
we send in page and picture number 
of our favourite shot, and of course 
an appropriate fee, and you send us 
a colour 8 x 10 print. 


Finally a please, please, (Down on 
bended knees) please publish a full 
frontal of either of my favourite 
models. 


The girl in the swimsuit Supplement 


19 pages 25-35 or the girl as the Red 
Indian in Uniform Girls Pages 4-15. 
The first page was good, but the rest 
of them were not up to your high 
standard of today. How about a re- 
run of that photo series with this time 
2 girls. 


I hope to write again about an in- 
teresting fantasy I love, but I have 
said enough for now. 


My congratulations to you for your 
excellent magazines and most of all 
my thanks to all your models “Well 
Done’. 


Yours. 
P.C., Wolverhampton 


ear Blushes, 

Your magazines are getting 
better and better but I would like to 
see a few more clothed bottoms get- 
ting whacked. At one time or 
another I have written to the other 
magazines with an idea for a photo 
feature in mind but nothing has ever 
come of it so you are my last hope, 
so here goes. 


Could you please do a photo feature 
of a young lady in riding outfit get- 
ting the cane or crop across her 
riding breeches, but all the strokes 
must be across the breeches. 


I think you are the one to put this 
right. The young lady on the front 
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cover of Supplement 24 would be 

ideal. Please can you fulfil my fan- 

tasy and keep up the good work. 
The Spanking Trucker 


ear Sir, 

A friend of mine and our two 
girlfriends went for a holiday last 
summer to Wales. The girls, Camilla 
and Lindy rode all day while we men 
walked the hills and we met tired but 
happy in the evenings in the seclud- 
ed cottage we had rented. 


We all have an interest in C.P., rub- 
ber and bondage but not in a terribly 
way out way, and the girls’ passion 
for riding has resulted in us all get- 
ting a thrill from riding whips, riding 
boots and rubberised riding 
mackintoshes. 


Wales can be very wet in September 
and we encountered an appalling 
weeks weather. The girls both had 
two riding waterproofs with them 
and hardly ever did they go out 
withut wearing one, and twice the 
downpour was so heavy that they 
wore both at once, one over the 
other, tightly belted and buttoned to 
the chin. 


There was not much to do in the 
evenings and we soon invented some 
fun and games to amuse us. First the 
girls had a race each day and the 
loser had to accept a whipping in the 
evening from the winner using the 
whip with which she had won the 
race. On the first occasion the girls 
returned flushed with excitement 
although Camilla looked a bit ap- 
prehensive, and we gathered that 
there had been a good deal of 
slashing whips and pounding spurs 
before Lindy had won by a fair 
margin. Camilla took her punish- 
ment stoically despite the six red 
stripes that appeared across her bare 
behind as Lindy laid her thin leather 
riding whip on not all that gently 
despite holding back a little in case 
the positions should be reversed next 
day. Afterwards, however, Camilla 
complained while rubbing her bot- 
tom that her shorter whip had fallen 
mostly on the skirts of her long 
waterproof and that she would have 
won otherwise. In the morning she 
made a lightening visit to the local 
saddlers, returning with a long 
wickedly thin tapering schooling 
whip and grinning broadly. 


Lindy, thinking of the effect that 
whip could have on her if she lost 
that days race, was not so amused 
and indeed that night we learnt that 
after a very close race Camilla’s new 
whip had just turned the tables and 


she had won by a short head. 


In her turn Camilla was not so 
disposed to restrain herself and Lin- 
dy’s beautiful tight little buttocks 
were truly thrashed. 


Next day it was Lindy’s turn to dash 
to the saddler and she chose a long 
polo whip to urge her mount to fresh 
endeavour. 


Needless to say we chaps were lov- 
ing this whole saga but sadly the 
third day of this racing proved the 
last. The girls not only both thought 
that they had won a close race but 
both horses were clearly tired and 
further races out of the question. We 
settled the argument by deciding to 
thrash both girls that night ourselves 
but realising what damage those 
whips could do in male hands we 
took care to avoid being too severe. 


The anticlimax the next night led to 
something far more amusing. We 
worked out a punishment card game 
for the two girls to play and in addi- 
tion to the CP angle we included 
some other interest as well. Your 
readers may be interest to know how 
it works. 


Each suit of cards means a different 
element in the punishment that 
follows each round of the game — 
spades denotes the number of strokes 
to be given, hearts the implement of 
chastisement, diamonds the position 
of the receiver, and clubs the amount 
of covering their bottom is allowed 
during the punishment. One can alter 
the details to suit ones taste but we 
arranged for the number of strokes 
to correspond to the value of the 
highest spade held in the hand, aces 
counting 13, Kings 12 etc., for the 
weapon to range from a hand spank- 
ing for the 2 hearts through a gym 
shoe for the three up to the longest 
thinnnest riding whip for the ace, for 
the position to vary from simply over 
the lap to being restrained and blind- 
folded for the ace, and for the cover- 
ing to range from being bare for the 
ace down to the 10, being allowed 
one thickness of rubberised riding 
mack material if one drew the 9 to 
the 5 of clubs and being virtually 
totally protected by two mackin- 


toshes if one ended up with the 2, 3 
or 4! 


Having sorted out these details, each 
player is dealt seven cards and the 
highest one in each suit is the one 
that counts. If a player has no card 
in any one suit it counts as if he or 
she had the ace! 


If you deal out seven cards you will 
soon see how amusing this can be 
but we increase the fun by making 
it essential for the players to change 
three cards after they had received 
the initial seven. Sometimes this im- 
proves the situation but not always! 
On the first night we played the 
game, Camilla was delighted to be 
dealt 2, 3 spades, 6 hearts, 4,6 
diamonds and 5 clubs meaning that 
she was only liable to get 3 cuts with 
a short riding crop through one 
riding waterpoof while kneeling on 
the floor. 


Her pleasure was short lived when 
she changed the 6 hearts and got the 
king of clubs, changed that king and 
got the queen of spades and in 
desperation, needing a small heart to 
avoid the wicked dressage whip, 
discarded the queen and was dealt 
with the ace of clubs. Facing 11 cuts 
on the bare bottom with albeit a not 
very severe whip, Camilla had put 
herself in a much worse position by 
the changes she had made to her 
original hand! 


On that occasion she was lucky 
because the last part of the game is 
for each player to be dealt a final 
card and only the one holding the 
lowest one receives the thrashing 
denoted by the card then held. I’ve 
got an ace! 


We made the two girls dress in their 
riding mackintoshes, boots and hats 
for the game each night, even if the 
waterproofs were wet from that days 
riding and we concocted some fair- 
ly devilish positions for them to 
receive their whippings in but we 
never went too far — after all the an- 
ticipation is half the fun!! 


Yours faithfully, 
R.R., Devon 
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TEMPORARY 


Brrrinnnggg. Brrinnnnggg. The phone. Again. 
Stanlay Cardew mutters an expletive under his 
breath. He has only just replaced the receiver. 
With an anguished expression he picks it up again. 
It is a good job he is not an excitable man. 

‘Hello. Cardew Partners.’ Forcing his voice into 
polite, sympathetic tones. He listens. Rolling his 
eyes. He has heard it before, so many times. The 
basic problem is that demand greatly exceeds supp- 
ly. One might imagine in broadly economic terms 
that for a supplier this would be an ideal situation. 
But it is not. It simply creates unending hassle, 
agitation, aggravation. 

‘I’m very sorry.’ The tones are kept meek and 
apologetic. ‘I’m afraid we simply do not have 
anyone. At the moment.’ 

There follows the usual response. No one will ac- 
cept this answer. They all assume there is at least 
one who must be free. One who is being kept for 
an especially favoured client. And why should she 
be kept back for that customer when he, the caller, 
surely has the same rights and privileges as anyone 
else. 

‘T really am awfully sorry. But I will put you on 
the list. High priority. There shouldn’t be any 
serious delay.’ 

What does ‘serious’ mean the caller demands. And 
is he at the top of the waiting list? 
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DUTIES 


Stanley Cardew shakes his head. He picks up the 
phone again. ‘Susan: look, if there are any more 
calls say I’m in a meeting.’ 

“Yes, Mr Cardew.’ A pleasant young feminine 
voice, with upper-class vowels. ‘But theyll want 
to know when you’re free.’ 

He shakes his head again and this time gets to his 
feet. Wearily he walks round his desk and across 
the plushly furnished office to the door. In the 
outer room a pretty brunette is sitting at a smaller, 
less impressive desk. He walks over and perches 
on the side of it. 

“Maybe you'll have to say I’m off sick, Sue.’ 


She gives him a bright smile. She has large clear 
hazel eyes and a soft delectable looking mouth. ‘I 
should think they’ll still want an answer, Mr 
Cardew.’ 

‘I need more girls, Susan. That’s the answer, isn’t 
it?’ 

Susan purses the delectable mouth. Her flowery 
silk blouse is not especially tight but it does not 
disguise what is there, underneath, at the front. 
Stanley Cardew’s hand reaches out to one of the 
two distinct swellings. Lightly his fingers close on 
the globe of soft and vibrant flesh. Susan Ponsonly 
mostly doesn’t wear a bra to the office and that is 
the case today. The big hazel eyes widen. The soft 
mouth opens. But she does not otherwise move. 

‘I really need a stand-in, Sue dear.’ 

‘Oh no!’ The large eyes round with apparent 


alarm. ‘No! Not me.’ The hand is still there, 
squeezing the warm, soft boob under the silk 
blouse. Firmly gripping it. Susan doesn’t try to 
push it away, or squirm back from it. ‘No! J 
couldn ’t!’ 

‘Susan dear...” But Susan’s phone rings. Shaking 
his head again Stanley Cardew removes his hand 
from Susan’s front and reaches to lift the receiver. 
He lays it on the desk and then depresses the but- 
ton in the cradle to silently cut off the caller. 
Susan sucks in her full lower lip at this cavalier 
behaviour. Her eyes widen once more as Mr 
Cardew’s hand comes back. Not this time to the 
trembling silk-covered boob itself but to the little 
buttons down the centre of the blouse. Fingers and 
thumb begin working at the top button. 

‘Susan dear, we are in difficulties. After Deborah 
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leaving especially. You know that.’ 
‘No!’ she yelps again. ‘I’m not...I...” Mr Cardew 
has two buttons undone now. He is beginning on 
the third. This does not seem to exercise Susan, or 
if it does she is ner ail resigned to it. Part of a 
conscientious secretary’s duties perhaps. But what 
Mr Cardew is suggesting...is something else. 
‘They would love you, Susan. Simply love you. 
And so they should. Such a truly lovely girl. And 
it would really...” Three buttons are enough for his 
hand to slip inside. Where there is nothing except 
for Susan. Warm bare flesh. More specifically 
there is an erect nipple. Susan groans a little as 
Stanley Cardew’s finger and thumb take hold. 
‘Could you please put the phone back?’ he asks in 
a soft and sympathetic voice. Susan, perhaps . 


breathing a little harder now, silently complies. 
Almost immediately the phone rings. She picks it 
up. 

‘Uh, yes. One moment please.’ Hands it to Mr 
Cardew. It will make him stop what he is doing. 
Not that she has shown any overwhelming urgency 
in this direction. 

Mr Cardew withdraws his hand from the blouse, 
to take the phone. ‘Yes, speaking. What?’ The 
voice is telling him his phone has been continually 
engaged — or out of order. The voice then goes 
on — about what it has been so desperate to say, 
to request... 

Stanley Cardew smiles at his secretary. ‘Yes. I 
understand, Mr Hambrook. I can understand it has 
been disappointing. But we have been under...a lot 
of pressure. But...as it happens...I can now tell 
you...” Susan, desperate-eyed, is violently shaking 
her head. But Mr Cardew continues. “We can 
help. We have just — today actually — got this 
new girl. A real peach. And of course quite new 
to this business. Very special. So that if you don’t 


tell me you are absolutely delighted I shall certain- 
ly refund your membership fee. Now, shall I get 
my diary? 

There is another wailing groan from Susan. ‘J 
won't...’ she wails. But perhaps without a great 
deal of conviction. 


* * * 


This is it. Number 24. An ordinary looking semi 
in a leafy suburban street. I can’t, she tells 
herself. For perhaps the hundredth time. But 
nonetheless she is opening the gate. Closing it 
carefully behind her. Her eyes darting to left and 
right. No doubt all the neighbours are there peer- 
ing through holes in the fence. They know why 


she is here. And perhaps they will recognise her. 
She should never have begun working for Mr 
Cardew. Or at least when she found out she 
should have resigned. It was bound to come to 
this. 

Round the side. The side door. And somehow 
making herself rile bell. He will look like 
some sort of m j alc 
never seen any of WV 

are.bound to have depe 
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faces. The door opens. 
‘Ah...Julie...’ 

Susan forces a wan smile. She has at least insisted 
that Mr Cardew change her name. She is Julie. 
And this is: Mr Hambrook. Who no doubt is a 
monster though he has a somewhat ordinary ap- 
pearance. Bald on top. Not all that old. Not exact- 
ly raddled looking from over-indulgence in 
perverse pleasures. He is inviting her in. Of 
course. No, she can’t; her feet won’t. But they 
have to. 

“Would you like a drink?’ he asks. ‘A nice cuppa, 
or a real drink if you prefer. Tell me, is it really? 
Your first time?’ 

She doesn’t want to answer that. It is of course 
her first time but she doesn’t want to say so. 


Though equally she wouldn’t want him to think 
she habitually does this sort of thing. Susan finds 
herself in fact hesitantly telling the truth. 
‘T...uh...sort of helping out.’ 

Mr Hambrook beams. His eyes show excitement. 
‘Helping out,’ he breaths. ‘My word. Let me take 
your coat.’ 


. 


nO point trying 


times worse. Under the coat are a blouse and 
skirt. Well what do you wear on a visit like this? 
That was what she despairingly asked Mr Cardew. 
‘Mr Hambrook doesn’t mind,’ he said. ‘Some of 
them of course will have their little specialities. 
Mostly suspender belt and stockings.” Mr Cardew 
smirking. ‘Or perhaps no knickers. But Mr Ham- 
brook doesn’t mind.’ Another dreadful smirk. 
‘Because Mr Hambrook will take all your clothes 
off anyway, Susan dear.’ 

Oh God! ‘Oooh...’ 

Mr Hambrook is at her bottom. Susan automatical- 
ly flinches away. Mr Hambrook grins. ‘Lovely.’ 
He steps forward and Susan finds she is trapped 
against the table in this room which would seem to 
be the dining room. ‘Lovely,’ he repeats. ‘And 
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we’re not too shy, are we? Though if a girl is 
shy...it can add a certain something.’ 

He is turning her. She blurts ‘Don’t...’ and 
‘Please...’ but given that she is here there is not 
much she can do. Facing the table on her jittery 
legs. Her hands on the polished wooden surface 
give some sort of contact with solid reality for her 
body which is apparently turning to jelly. Mr 
Hambrook close behind is at her bottom again. Of 
course. He has her skirt up. She has knickers on 
of course. And a bra. But if Mr Hambrook is go- 
ing to...It won’t make a lot of difference...Ohhh! 
Oh! 

Mr Hambrook is moving to take them down. His 
hands up to the waistband. Fingers inserting. 
‘No...!’ she breaths again. But he has her wedged 
up against the table and Susan’s body has no 
strength in it. She is shaking like a leaf, she would 
collapse onto the floor if it weren’t for the 
table...and the solid and awful presence of Mr 


Hambrook behind her. 

‘Don’t be a silly girl,’ he says softly in her ear. 
“You know what you’re here for, Julie dear. And I 
expect you’ll enjoy it. Girls basically have an in- 
ner need for it you know. Which generally our 
modern world does not satisfy.’ 

‘No.../’ Susan whispers once more. But Mr Ham- 
brook now has the knickers well and truly down. 
A small bedroom containing a narrow bed. Susan 
is in the bed, the covers clutched tight up to her 
throat. Her eyes like those of some fearful little 
wild creature look out in the half-light caused by 
the drawn curtains. Mr Hambrook will shortly be 
here. With his...Susan makes a supreme effort to 
prevent her mind thinking about, picturing, what 
he will have in his hand. The thought is too awful. 
To think that girls are prepared to do this. On a 
regular basis. And they are not dreadful tarts for 
Susan has met a couple of them; they are nice, 
pleasant middle-class girls. How can they? More to 


the point perhaps how can she? Susan Ponsonly. 
For she is here. She has agreed, has allowed Mr 

~»Cardew to persuade her. She is here: her bare 
body shivering under the cover. 

Not quite bare perhaps. She has a little nightie on. 

It was here in this room Mr Hambrook sent her 
o. To get undressed. ‘Get your clothes off and get 
i bed, Julie. You can put the nightie on if you 

iI shall be in right away...’ 
as Susan gives another darting glance at the 
Sr it opens. Yes, Mr Hambrook. Yes, with a 
ane. Susan’s heart, already doing a brisk canter, 
begins a frantic gallop. Her hands clutch at the 
bedcover. But Mr Hambrook’s hand, without 
delay, reaches for it too. And simply grabs it 
away. Uttering a shrill cry Susan’s hands transfer 
abruptly to the nightie: her only covering now. 

Gripping its skirt around her vulnerable form. 

‘Get over on your front,’ Mr Hambrook instructs. 

‘Let the dog see the rabbit.’ At the same time he 

yanks the nightdress out of the clutching hands and 

up round her neck. 

Another yelp erupts from the trembling mouth as 
usan finds herself suddenly bare. Turning over on 
er front will at least protect those most intimate 

Darts: her boobs, and the little nest of hair. But at 
€ same time... 

o! I don’t want it,’ she squeals. For answer Mr 
ambrook brings the cane zipping down across the 
inching b bottom. 

Thywwacks 


rooowwwhhhh...!’ 


“Wasn’t too bad, was it? Not as bad as you 
thought, I expect.’ 

Mr Cardew. In the office. With an ayuncular arm 
round her. And quite soon no doubt an avuncular 
hand will be opening her blouse. Mr Cardew who 
has made her do that awful thing: the Hambrook 
visit. Words are not possible. 

‘Not too bad at all. I daresay.’ Yes. His fingers 
are reaching for the blouse buttons. Mr Ham- 
brook...who excruciatingly caned her bottom as 
she lay face-down on the bed. And then did that 
even worse thing. Turned her onto her back and 
made her lift her legs. Right up. And caned her in 
that position, with everything on show. Everything 
indeed at times getting the devastating sting of the 
cane on it. “Not too bad I daresay,” Mr Cardew 
repeats, his hand now in that warm and intimate 
place where it loves to go. 

‘And now you’re started, Suzy...well..’ She yelps 
No, she’s not doing any more. She can’t. Mr 
Cardew smiles understandingly, and squeezes what 
he has hold of. ‘I’m sure you'll co-operate, Susan 
dear. Take some of this awful strain off me. Now 
you know it’s not all that bad. Mmmm?’ 


THE 
WHIPPET 


But now Mr Finford had a new girl. 
She was a new girl, Mr Browne had 
heard on the grape-vine. She was likely 
to be anyway, Mr Finford would not 
want to race that Marcia again, not now 
she had been shaved; but Mr Browne had 
had it confirmed. New and an unknown 
quantity. And with the way Mr Finford 
had sounded in his challenge he was feel- 
ing very confident. 

Oh dear God... 

Discreet enquiries were made but to no 
avail. The rival camp had put down a 
tight security screen. Not that it would 
make any difference: the challenge had 
been accepted and Pam would have to 
race her even if she was an England track 
champion. It would be better to know, 
though. Or would it? 

Mr Jenks said, ‘She won’t be that 
good.’ But he didn’t sound too convinc- 
ing. The truth was he didn’t know. All 
he could do was get Pamela into lung- 
searing, peak condition. And hope... 

This race, for a change, would be held 
in the Ministry building. There was a 
long straight corridor, some 80 metres 
in length and quite wide so that with its 
fire-doors fixed open two whippets could 
race along it without obstruction. There 
would be ten times up and down so the 
total distance would be something like a 
mile. And there would be all those 
‘presents’, one at each return, a total of 
11. That alone would make it a whole lot 
worse than before. 

‘It’s all good harmless fun,’ Mr 
Browne told Pam in his office the day 
before the race. ‘But you’d better make 
sure you win, hadn’t you?’ 

How could she make sure? Pam was 
going up the wall, out of her mind. 
‘Jenks says he’s got you in excellent 
shape,’ he added. 
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Mr Jenks had been killing her with his 
training schedule. Long killing runs in 
the early morning streets and then back 
to his house to do further desperate things 
to Pam’s exhausted body. Flexibility and 
stretching exercises when her nude form 
would be pulled and stretched into im- 
possible contortions. More running on 
the spot or upside down on the floor cycl- 
ing her legs in the air. And after all that 
Mr Jenks would get Pam up on the 
massage table. 

To finish up Mr Jenks wanted to screw 
her. It was much the best way to finish 
off a hard exercise session, he told her. 
All top girl athletes had it done to them 
by their trainers: it provided natural 
relaxation for the muscles. At first Pam 
wouldn’t agree to it. Whether what he 
was saying was true or not. Mr Jenks 
tried to persuade her but didn’t actually: 
insist. But he kept up the pressure, after 
each daily session. It would provide that 
extra little benefit to her training session. 
And finally, with the thought and fear of 
this unknown opponent looming ever 
larger in her mind... 

Did Mr Browne know? Would he ap- 
prove of Mr Jenks doing...that thing? But 
of course if she lost the race there 
wouldn’t just be Mr Jenks. Mr Finford 
could pass her round to a hundred of his 
friends...and she was going to lose, she 
knew she was. 

Unfortunately this time Pam’s fears 
were well founded. Mr Finford was not 
going to be beaten a third time; not if he 
could avoid it. So he had done exactly 
what had been feared: sent his contacts 
out searching for a girl who was a bona 
fide club runner who could be recruited 
as a Clerical Officer or similar in his 
Department: For the right girl certain ex- 
tra and quite illegal payments could be 
offered and she could also be promised 
plenty of time off for training. They had 
found someone. Her name was Lisa 
Carberry. 

Of course this Lisa was not told about 
whippet racing until she was properly 
recruited as a C.O. and had signed the 
Official Secrets Act etc. Only then was 
it explained that there was this little spor- 
ting sideline which Lisa was expected to 
participate in; and with the various things 
she had signed she had better kept quiet 
about it and toe the line. There was no 
problem, she was assured: this girl she 
was to race was not a proper runner and 
Lisa would have no trouble beating her 
if she was in reasonable shape. This girl 
of Mr Browne’s called Pamela Marton. 

They’ assembled in the Ministry 
building on Sunday morning, a time 
when it would be otherwise deserted. 
Pam, as nervous as a cat, in her Cam- 
bridge blue blouse and this new girl in 
the pink of Mr Finford. She looked ner- 
vous too, the newcomer, as perhaps 
might be expected. She also looked lean 
and fit: a blonde as tall as Pam but with 
a slim and muscular body. A true racing 
whippet in fact. As in both her other 
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races Pam felt sick, but there was this 
time the feeling that now she had reason 
to feel sick. This time it was going to hap- 
pen She was going to lose. 

It was a feeling that Mr Browne and Mr 
Jenks shared (the feeling that their whip- 
pet was going to lose, they weren't 
necessarily feeling sick about it). They 
didn’t give voice to their fear, they made 
confident noises, but looking at Lisa you 
got the impression that here was a pret- 
ty good runner. And Pamela, in spite of 
being in her very best shape, in spite of 
all those early morning runs and what 
subsequently took place in Mr Jenks’s 
gym, was probably going to come off se- 
cond best. 

And that was what happened. Pam was 
behind after the first leg. After that she 
simply fell further and further behind. 
Lisa Carberry was much too good for 
her. Pam was sobbing when it was at last 
over, as she stumbled down into the final 
‘present’ position. Yes, the unthinkable 
had happened. 

Exultant faces as eager hands grabbed 
her, pulling her to her feet. She glimps- 
ed Mr Browne wryly shaking his 
head...and then Pam was being lifted off 
the ground, hands holding her legs and 
arms, carrying her spread-eagled into an 
adjoining room. 

Vincent Browne had to follow of 
course. He had to go in and watch and 
take it like a gentleman. Poor Pam. They 
had her over a table now. Her upper 
body spread face-down over the top of 
her ripe rump jutting nicely over the 
edge. It would be a caning first. A los- 
ing whippet always got a caning first. 
There were plenty of willing helpers: one 
holding Pam’s arms outstretched across 
the table top, while another was arrang- 
ing her legs. Placing her feet wide apart 
and away from the table. Mr Finford 
himself had the cane in his hand and a 
look of supreme satisfaction on his face, 
as if he had just won the Derby perhaps. 
And why not? He had twice suffered 
humiliating defeat by this girl and 
revenge was going to be indescribably 
sweet. 

A glance flashed over at Vincent 
Browne and he aimed the cane and 
brought it zipping down. A staccato 
CRACK!, as whippy bamboo sank into 
bare, flinching flesh. An agonized shriek 
from the spread-legged girl. Vincent 
Browne’s eyes rounded slightly. Poor 
Pamela. Her stricken bottom jerking 
desperately; the rest of her was held 
firmly in place with hands at wrists and 
ankles. The cane arced up again and 
down, gathering momentum. To come 
once more to that shudderingly abrupt 
halt, momentarily sinking in. Vincent 
Browne’s eyebrows arching up again as 
Pam’s shriek reverberated round the 
office. 

He turned slightly, not away as if he 
couldn’t bear to see what was happen- 
ing, but to the side. Stepping over to 
where with a stunned expression the win- 


ning whippet was standing. it was her 
first race of course and this aftermath 
naturally brought a girl’s heart up into 
her mouth when seen for the first time. 
It was bad enough that it was happening 
to her opponent — but there was the even 
more heart-stopping thought that it could 
easily be herself over that table. If not 
now then next time? 
‘Not a good idea to lose, is it, my 
dear?’ Mr Browne urbanely observed. 
The girl shook her head. He smiled, 
as a third CRACK! sang out from the 
direction of Pam’s defenceless bottom. 
He patted Lisa’s bare flank. “But next 
time, my dear, I expect it to be you over 
the table. Do you think perhaps you'll 
make. more noise than my Pamela?’ 
Lisa didn’t answer. There was instead 
another shrill cry from Pam as Mr Fin- 
ford’s cane once more sliced down. 
When he had finished it was of course 
the turn of the others present. Custom 
dictated that all spectators were given a 


turn and George Finford was not about 
to deny them this. First of all he handed 
the cane to Vincent Browne, as in the 
earlier encounters Mr Browne had hand- 
ed it to him. The loser’s owner had to 
demonstrate what he was made of, show 
that he could accept the misfortune of 
losing. Vincent Browne naturally was 
equal to this test. 

A zippy cracker of a shot acros the full 
curve of Pam’s now desperate nates, 
decorated as they were with half a dozen 
bright pink stripes. As she screamed out 
and renewed her frantic writhing and 
jerking he carefully placed a second vir- 
tually on top of the line of the first. More 


. urgent squeals. Mr Browne smiled gently 


at his opponent. ‘Shall I give her a third 
for luck?’ 

He did...and then it was time for the 
others. Five other gentlemen in turn and 
then the two trainers who were both pre- 
sent: Lisa’s trainer and finally Arthur 
Jenks. That was it. Or rather that was it 
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for this first round of caning. There were 
of course other matters, other 
possibilities. The suggestion that Pam be 
shaved there and then, for one. At least 
one gentleman it seemed had had the 
foresight to bring shaving soap and razor 
in anticipation of this. There were 
naturally other ideas too. One in 
particular. 

Mr Finford smiled. He would he said 
follow the excellent example set 
previously by his opponent. He thought 
that had struck a fair and generous 
balance for all concerned. (Though he 
might not have thought so at the time.) 
So Pam would not be shaved here, in 
public. “That is really something a man 
likes to keep for himself,’ he told them. 
‘But...ah...” Yes. As regards that other 
item that several were clamouring for, 
he would follow Mr Browne in that. Two 
of them, and lots would be drawn as 
before. 

The room next door. The lucky 
gentleman, the first winner, called Mr 
Lanman, closed the door after them. 
Grinned at Pam. ‘Sting still, does it?’ 
Pam’s bottom and the backs of her thighs 
were freely decorated with darkening red 
stripes, each one humming like a little 
furnace, but it wasn’t that which con- 
cerned her now. She glanced quickly 
round the room. A desk and a side table. 
Chairs. And of course the carpet. 
‘Please...’ she whispered. 

Mr Lanman, closing in, slid his hand 
over Pam’s humming backside. ‘I’ve got 
just the antidote for a sore bum on a girl. 
Something to make her forget all about 
it. Come on. Let’s have you up on the 
table.’ 

Pam squealed ‘No!’ but of course that 
wasn’t going to help. She was in here for 
that very purpose; and perhaps she 
should think herself lucky that it wasn’t 
going to be done in front of all the others 
— or that all the others weren’t going to 
do it as well. It would only be Mr Lan- 
man and then the other one, Mr Parsing. 
That was all. That was all... 

‘No...please...’ Pam gasped again but 
Mr Lanman was helping her up on the 
table. On her back with her hips at the 
edge. Her thighs parted. Mr Lanman’s 
hand stroking her exposed and opened 
pussy. ‘I hope I'll get a look at it when 
it’s been shaved,’ he laughed. And then 
it wasn’t Mr Lanman’s hand there. 
Something else. Pam tried to close her 
mind, shutting her eyes. As she had done 
when Mr Jenks had done this same thing. 
In order, he had claimed, to produce that 
extra little fraction of fitness. It hadn’t 
done that of course, or certainly not to 
make any impression on that super-fast 
Lisa. But then Pam had known that Mr 
Jenks was really only doing it for his own 
pleasure. As without doubt Mr Lanman 
was now. His hands underneath her hot 
buttocks and thrusting right in, right up, 
and then...in again. And when he had 
finished there would be Mr Parsing. And 
after that... 
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ON YOUR BIKE! 


“What we need,’ pronounced George 
Finford, ‘is more variety of competition. 
Different sorts of whippet races. Dif- 
ferent contests.’ 

They are in a secluded corner of their 
club smoking room: George and Vincent 
Browne and three or four other whippet 
fanciers. It is here that they usually 
assemble on Thursday nights to have a 
convivial drink or two while discussing 
whippets, considering challenges, etc. 
Thursday night is Whippet Night. 

“What sort of contest?’ asks Vincent 
Browne putting down his glass. ‘What’s 
wrong with whippet racing as we know 
it?’ 

It is a week after Pamela’s devastating 
defeat by Lisa Carberry. Mr Browne’s 
lovely Personal Secretary has been 
returned to him now: all in one piece as 
it were but in a somewhat shell-shocked 
state. A certain part of Pam’s anatomy 
has been shaved clean so strictly speak- 
ing perhaps she is not all in one piece. 
Poor Pamela! 

‘Nothing wrong with whippet racing,’ 
says George. ‘Nothing at all. It’s just, 
well, one could think of other contests 
that would be equally enjoyable. How’s 
that girl of yours? Pamela. A lovely girl; 
a real peach. Going to be racing her 
again? I should have put a return clause 
in the challenge.’ 

Vincent Browne produces a little 
smile. There is a dig here of course, a 
reminder that George Finford has en- 
joyed Pamela, and no doubt allowed a 
number of his friends to enjoy her too. 
Vincent Browne does not wish to be 
reminded of that, or of his defeat. Poor 
Pamela is still going round like a zom- 
bie. He hasn’t enquired beyond a general 
query whether she was OK, he doesn’t 
want to know the details, but Pam would 
have got the full treatment in her 48 
hours with George Finford. It wasn’t sur- 
prising she didn’t have a lot to say for 
herself at the moment. 

“We could have losers’ contests,’ sug- 
gested Clive Lanman. ‘All whippets 
who’ve lost during a certain period — 
three months or six months or whatever 
— are raced together. They all have to 
be freshly shaved before the race. We 
could make a thing of the shaving. A pro- 
per ritual. Bring in a barber to do it and 
have them upside down in a chair one by 
one. They wouldn’t like that, not with a 
crowd of chaps watching. Then the win- 
ner of the race gets let off but the others 
have to go through it all again a week 
later say. Shaving them again to take off 
any fuzz that’s grown in the meantime. 
And so on.’ 

Hmmm. Clive Lanman’s proposal is 
applauded by one or two but not all. It 
is pleasant enough to think of other peo- 
ple’s girls in this contest but not 
necessarily one’s own. ‘Shaving’s not 
everything,’ declares Vincent Browne. 
‘It seems to me to be becoming 
something of a fixation.’ He is thinking 


of his own unhappily denuded Pam. At 
the moment there is an unsightly scant 
fuzz, rather like a two-day growth of 
beard on a man’s face. It will be weeks 
before she has grown a proper bush 
again. 

“What about cycle racing?’ suggests 
Henry Parsing. “With no knickers and 
riding on those hard little racing saddles 
— which are generously coated with, 
say, vaseline.’ 

The others consider this new idea, pic- 
turing in their heads what Henry has 
come up with. ‘Those really narrow rac- 
ing saddles?’ echoes George Finford. 
‘All slippery and greasy. So that...’ 

It is an idea all right. But where would 
they race? And how would the observer 
observe the no doubt splendid action if 
the bare-crotched whippets merely cycle 
off into the distance? 

‘Exercise bikes!’ says Henry Parsing 

extending his original idea. ‘But with 
those racing saddles of course. Exercise 
bikes with the handlebars really low 
down and the saddles as high as they’ll 
go.” 
Oh yes, this is more like it. That way 
the competing whippets will be ‘presen- 
ting’ throughout the contest...while 
balancing their essential parts on those 
narrow, greased-up, leather pommels. 
‘Marvellous! But what exactly is the con- 
test?’ queries someone. Is it possible to 
have a race on stationary bikes? Yes. Or 
a contest at least. “They have to keep the 
things going at a certain speed,’ Henry 
says. ‘On the dial. Then it’s stamina: the 
loser is the first to drop out or slow 
down.’ 

‘Because she’s whacked out or because 


. She’s come,’ laughs George, picturing 


the scene. ‘Have you seen some of those 
racing saddles? Well greased up it’ll 
work its way right inside a girl.’ 

Oh yes, this idea of Henry’s is quite 
splendid. Even those not keen on change 
accept it as a stunning innovation. A first 
contest then. And Lisa Carberry, the pre- 
sent champion whippet, will she be the 
one to take someone one? 

‘Certainly,’ agreed George Finford 
who was the one originally suggesting 
the possibility of change. ‘Yes, she’ll go. 
And what about that Pamela, Vincent? 
Are you prepared to put her on one of 
these bikes?’ 

Vincent Browne isn’t. Pam requires a 
little rest and recuperation. ‘The trauma 
of defeat,’ he says. It is more correctly 
the trauma of what was done to her after- 
wards, by George Finford and others, 
but a man doesn’t like to say that. There 
is also the fact of her present non-existent 
bush to remind everyone of that defeat. 
No, Pamela certainly needs to be rested. 
But anyway Henry Parsing, orignator of 
this new sport, says he has a girl he will 
put up. ‘And that girl of yours may not 
be so hot on a bike,’ he tells George Fin- 
ford. ‘Have you thought of that?’ 

No. Mr Finford, still flushed with his 
victory, has not thought of this. but it is 
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true. Runners are not necessarily great 
bike riders; it is a different sport with dif- 
ferent demands. Not least in this par- 
ticular case the demands of coping with 
that hard leather object pressing insistent- 
ly on — and inside — girl’s most intimate 
particulars. 

This is certainly the line Lisa Carberry 
takes when informed of what she is now 
in for. (Informed of the bikes but not yet 
of the added hazard of the saddles.) ‘I 
can’t race on a bike. No way. I can hard- 
ly ride a bike.’ 

There is of course no problem with 
riding an exercise bike; one does not 
have to balance it. But 
nonetheless...“Don’t be silly, Lisa.’ Mr 
Finford gives Lisa’s arm a sharp pinch. 
‘Of course you can. And you’re such a 
fit athlete, you’ll have no trouble with 
this girl, whoever she is.’ 

They are in Mr Finford’s office which, 
like that of Vincent Browne, is a most 
splendid room, as befits a very senior 
civil servant. There is among other items 
a splendidly large teak desk. Mr Finford 
glances at this thoughtfully. “Clear those 
things off, will you, Lisa.’ He himself 
goes over to the door beyond which, in 
his outer office, sits his Personal 
Secretary, a pretty girl called Jane who 
always resolutely denies any sporting 
ability whatsoever. Mr Finford tells her 
that he does not wish to be disturbed for 
the moment. And closes the door again. 

Lisa, not too sure what is required, has 
piled papers up at one end of the desk. 
Mr Finford looks. ‘I want that end quite 
clear, Lisa. Then I want you up on it. 
We'll have a look at your style. Get your 
skirt and your knickers off and then get 
up there on your back. Cycling your 
legs. Let’s see how you shape up.’ 


TRIAL RUNS 


‘Are you any good on a bike?’ Mr 
Browne asks Pam, rather out of the blue. 

She blinks. They are in his office, a 
week after that dreadful Sunday. Vincent 
Browne’s meaning is perhaps not crystal 
clear. ‘I mean are you a cyclist, Pammy. 
Would you be any good in a cycle race?’ 

This time Pamela vigorously shakes 
her head. It is partly a reflex reaction, 
to the word ‘race’. Any sort of race can 
only mean more of what she went 
through starting on that awful Sunday — 
and of course in this Pam is pretty much 
correct. Mr Browne goes on to explain. 
The new exercise bike contests, the first 
of which is scheduled to be held next 
weekend. 

‘But they’re special bikes,’ he tells her. 
‘Or rather there are these special saddles. 
Have you seen the saddles on men’s rac- 
ing cycles? Hard leather and very nar- 
row. Certainly not intended as a comfor- 
table seat. But now they’re talking of cut- 
ting the saddles away to make them even 
narrower. And naturally the whippets 
won’t be wearing anything. Not where 
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it counts at least. Just the blouse and 
trainers as in the regular races.’ 

Pam has gradually got a picture of 
what Mr Browne is talking about, and 
her face has gone distinctly pale. How 
cai they think up these dreadful things? 

“Would you like to have a go?’ Mr 
Browne asks. ‘I mean in a couple of 
weeks. When your whatsit’s grown out 
a bit.’ 

‘No!’ she squeals. The possibility of 
being made to race again has been in and 
out of Pam’s mind ever since getting 
back from Mr Finford. The thought is 
too horrendous to even contemplate — 
though if Mr Browne were to say she had 
to...And now this cycling thing that 
sounds a whole lot worse — if that is 
possible. 

‘There was a suggestion of all losing 
whippets racing together, ‘Mr Browne 
says. ‘In the normal sort of whippet race. 
All freshly shaved was the idea. I was 
not too keen on that — and rather felt you 
would not be either, Pam.’ 

Mr Browne pats Pam’s bottom. She is 
standing close at the side of his desk, 
where she has been told to stand. ‘I was 
right about that, wasn’t I?’ 

“Yes,’ comes stutteringly out from the 
soft ripe lips. Pam has that nauseous feel- 
ing in her stomach again. 

“Yes. But this other thing should be an 
amusing diversion. I’m sure you could 
handle it. And quite possibly that girl of 
George Finford’s won’t be nearly so hot 
on a bicycle.’ 

Pam protests again, her voice a little 
frantic. Mr Browne pinches her bottom. 
It won’t be right away, he says. Lisa is 
having the first race at the weekend 
against a girl of Mr Parsing, but after that 
he, Mr Browne, rather fancies challeng- 
ing the winner. ‘You'll be looking 
presentable again by that time, Pam.’ 

Pamela knows what her boss means 
but she would rather not think about it. 
She doesn’t want to think about any of 
this dreadful whippet business. She has 
done two awful races for Mr Browne and 
in that last one suffered the very worst 
consequences. Can’t he...please...find 
another girl? 

Vincent Browne doesn’t want to hear 
this almost tearful pleading. ‘Don’t be 
silly. Mr Jenks will get you in proper 
shape on one of these bikes. I’m quite 
sure you’ll beat whoever it is. Now let 
me have a look. Slip your knickers 
down. Let me see if it’s sprouting out 
again. Come on. Slip them down...and 
get your skirt up.’ 


* * * 


Lisa has by now learnt the full 
awfulness of what is involved. Her 
trainer, Mr Radway, already had an ex- 
ercise bike in the room he uses as a gym 
and he has fitted it with a saddle of the 
approved type. Also as advised by Mr 
Finford he has dropped the handlebars 
as far as they will go and likewise raised 


the saddle. To complete the simulation 
of race conditions the saddle is liberally 
greased with vaseline. Mr Finford is 
naturally present to observe the first test 
run. 

Lisa coming in from the little chang- 
ing room is wearing a running top and 
shorts, the outfit she normally trains in. 
Mr Finford is quick to point out that in 
the contest the competing whippets will 
be wearing their usual racing rig: i.e. 
they will be nude below the waist. 

“Withstanding the...ah..inevitable 
stimulation and keeping going 
nonetheless will of course be half the bat- 
tle. So...ah...we shall need to reproduce 
those conditions in training. Otherwise 
it will come as a big shock and you’ll be 
beaten before you start.’ 

It certainly comes as a big shock to 
Lisa now as she sees for the first time 
this saddle: its size and shape and 
moreover the fact that it is smeared with 
grease. Mr Finford has not earlier men- 
tioned any details beyond the general fact 
of an exercise bike. Her face has flush- 
ed bright red. She glances horror-struck 
from the saddle to the two watching men. 
Is it some kind of joke? She shakes her 
head. 

Mr Finford brusquely tells her to get 
started. Get her shorts and knickers off 
and get on the bike. ‘You don’t want to 
lose, do you, Lisa?’ Mr Radway adds, 
‘This girl of Mr Parsing, she may be red 
hot on a bike.’ 

The thought of getting on that narrow 
greasy saddle with nothing on and in 
front of the two men is quite sickening 
— but so is the thought of losing a whip- 
pet race, for Lisa now has a pretty good 
idea of what happens to losers. She 
forces herself to slide down the running 
shorts...and then the little athletic briefs 
underneath. She looks again at the truly 
dreadful prospect. She can’t get on it. 
But... 

Mr Finford’s hand snakes out and 
sharply smacks her bare bottom. “Get on 
it, Lisa.’ 

Lisa does: or at least gets astride with 
her feet on the pedals. But she is stan- 
ding on them, unable to let that thing 
touch... 

‘Sit on it, Miss. And start pedalling. 
Good Gracious! Do you want me to fetch 
a cane?’ 

Finally persuaded by Mr Finford’s ex- 
asperation Lisa does it. Lowers herself 
the few inches necessary for the fulcrum 
of her thighs to come into contact with 
the dreadful saddle. An involuntary 
squeal. As her weight comes down the 
greased leather simply slides into her. 
Her outer lips are pushed apart and all 
that super-sensitive business inside is 
there in mind-boggling intimate contact 
with the slippery saddle. She gives 
another gurgling squeal. 

‘Pedal, Miss,’ Mr Finford urges. 
‘Hard!’ 

Oh God! Each turn of the pedals serves 
to thrust her into even more intimate con- 


tact with the saddle. It is like...It is like 
nothing else Lisa has ever experienced. 
It is mortifying...yet highly stimulating 
at the same time. She groans again above 
the now purring bicycle gear. Lisa has 
got it rolling, her thighs pumping, her 
nude buttocks tightening and relaxing. 
While all the time... 

The two men are standing close at the 
rear, with a full view of the intimate ac- 
tion. The way the handlebars and saddle 
are set Lisa’s body is at the angle of a 
racing cyclist going full pelt: head down, 
bottom right up. From behind there is in- 
deed a very splendid view. 

‘How does it feel?’ queries George 
Finford. ‘Nice?’ 

Lisa has no answer. Only a gurgling, 
gasping sound. 

He comes round to the side. ‘Stop a 
moment.’ Mr Finford’s hand comes out 
onto her thrusting thigh which gradual- 
ly slows to a stop. Lisa is bright red in 
the face and it is not only due to the 
muscular effort. 

“How is it?’ her boss asks. ‘Is it going 
to make you come?’ 

Lisa bites her lip. Her breathing is 
agitated. ‘P...Probably,’ she mutters. 

“Well if you do you just keep going. 
Keep pedalling no matter what. OK?’ 

Lisa gives him a despairing look. Mr 
Finford grins. ‘Just think what a lucky 
girl you are. If it gets out about these 
things every woman will want one. 
Those saddles have got to be the greatest 

thing since vibrators were invented.’ 
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He smacks her bottom. ‘Now get go- 
ing. A nice long run this time. With lots 
of effort. And remember what I said.’ 

Lisa comes, she can’t stop herself, 
after three or four minutes. When it hap- 
pens it it unmistakeable: the frantic 
gasps, the high-pitched squeal. George 
Finford winks at his trainer. Lisa’s legs 
falter for just a moment but at Mr Rad- 
way’s barked command she keeps them 
going. Somehow. 

A couple of minutes later she comes 
again. A girl who is being highly 
stimulated, especially a fit girl, can just 
keep coming. And of course if the 
stimulation is intense enough she has no 
control over it. It just happens. But each 
succeeding orgasm takes its toll, together 
of course with the enforced physical ef- 
fort. The pedalling is becoming more 
ragged. The despairing gasps and cries 
are now coming all the time. When Lisa 
has a fourth orgasm she simply collapses. 
She can’t go on. She is weeping. The 
agitated gasps are coming out as sobs. 

Mr Radway looks at his watch. Lisa 
has been riding the bike for barely 10 
minutes. Mr Finford shakes his head. 
“We'll have to do better than this, Lisa. 
You’re too responsive. Too hot. That 
other girl can probably keep it up for an 
hour.’ ; 


Double Defeat 


At this same time that Lisa is getting her 
introduction, or the next day to be 


precise, Pamela Marton is also being in- 
troduced to a very similar bicycle. A 
very similar experience with, for Pam, 
Mr Browne and Mr Jenks keenly wat- 
ching. A quite unthinkably awful ex- 
perience. Pamela doesn’t last as long as 
Lisa before she collapses face-down on 
the handlebars. Shattered. Sobbing. She 
has come a couple of times. 

‘She’s clearly going to need some 
work at this,’ Jenks tells Mr Browne. 
That gentleman can only agree. It has 
been quite amazing to watch Pam on the 
exercise bjke, squealing out from the 
very beginning and with the nude ripe 
cheeks of her bottom wobbling meatily 
as her crotch pivots on the greased sup- 
port. It is simply an amazing sight. As 
for what it must feel like — well, a man’s 
mind cannot attempt to imagine it. No 
doubt, though, with practice she will get 
more accustomed to it, become less 
super-sensitive. Pam has lasted less than 
10 minutes; Vincent Browne can easily 
see that Lisa, with training at least, go- 
ing on for hours. 

He smacks the shivering bottom of his 
exhausted whippet. ‘Yes, she’ll need lots 
of practice.’ Another crisp smack. ‘You 
don’t want to lose again, do you, dear?’ 

With that nasty little reminder Mr 
Browne departs. Pam is left in the care 
of Jenks. Arthur Jenks looks thoughtful. 
Is Pamela perhaps extra sensitive, or is 
that simply the way any girl is going to 
react? Including that Lisa. Undoubtedly 
Mr Browne will not wish to lose again, 
and it would reflect on him, Jenks. He 
is just going to have to work Pam to a 
frazzle. If he keeps her on the bike, 
makes her keep pedalling...she is bound 
to reach a point, when she no longer keeps 
coming. Except that she may be so 
whacked out by that point that she can’t 
keep up the pedalling anyway. No, she 
will have to. 

First of all though...Arthur Jenks fan- 
cies some other form of training for his 
charge at this point. In a way not com- 
pletely dissimilar to the session she has 
just been forced to experience. That ten- 
sion relieving treatment. It could be 
argued of course that this is the last thing 
Pam needs. She has just come two or 
three times on the bike. But Arthur Jenks 
is not going to argue that way. The truth 
is that Pam’s performance astride the 
greasy saddle has got him going. And a 
trainer cannot operate at his best if he is 
feeling tense, over stimulated. 


* * * 


While Lisa and Pam were getting their 
introductions to the delights of this new 
sport so also was Mr Parsing’s girl 
Charlotte. Charlotte was a sports player 
— hockey, tennis etc — who also was no 
stranger to bike riding. This fact had 
been vaguely in Henry Parsing’s mind 
when he had initially suggested cycle rac- 
ing. Charlotte had on occasion ridden a 
man’s racing bike with one of those sad- 


dies that tend to make a girl gasp when 
she sits on it — though she had naturally 
not sat on one before with nothing bet- 
ween it and her most intimate person. 
Nor indeed one which had been liberal- 
ly coated with vaseline for the express 
purpose of providing an even more in- 
timate contact. 

Mr Parsing had been considering rac- 
ing Charlotte, a tallish and shapely 
blonde, in a regular whippet race. Not 
perhaps against George Finford’s Lisa — 
Charlotte was athletic and fit and could 
no doubt be got fitter but she was not go- 
ing to beat a proper runner in a running 
race — but there were other girls he 
could run her against with a good chance 
of success. But now there was this other 
contest Charlotte could very well have 
the edge on anyone. 

Charlotte did not like the vaseline sad- 
dle and having to get astride it bare bot- 
tomed any more than did Lisa and Pam. 
But echoing Messrs Finford and Browne, 
Mr Parsing told his girl to get on it and 
stop arguing. And she had better get us- 
ed to it because she was going to be in 
this contest and for her own good it 
behoved her to make sure she won. “How 
do you feel?’ queried Henry Parsing 
again echoing those other two gentlemen. 

He got the same sort of answer, that 
is initially no answer except a splutter- 
ing, gasping sound of shocked feminine 
sensitivity. ‘Just remember it’s the same 
for both of you,’ he counselled. ‘All you 
have to do is stand it better than the other 
girl.’ 

That was all. And that was what 
Charlotte did. Withstood the diabolical 
saddle — which seemed intent on getting 
as far up inside you as was humanly 
possible — better than Lisa who, in spite 
of being kept on the exercise bike for 
long hours of training, never came to 
terms with the saddle’s mind-boggling 
presence. In the contest before a select 
group of whippet fanciers Charlotte was 
still in good shape and able to continue 
when Lisa was shattered and finished. 
Poor Lisa. 

And then, a week later, it was poor 
Pam too. Pamela also had been kept on 
her bike for what seemed like 24 hours 
a day. Again to no avail. Having watch- 
ed the new star Charlotte, Mr Browne 
and Mr Jenks knew without much doubt 
what was going to happen. They shook 
their heads philosophically. You can’t 
win them all. They of course continued 
making encouraging: sounds to Pam. 
Keep at it. Keep working. ‘You are im- 
proving.’ No she wasn’t. Pam knew that. 
In the actual contest, in front of all the 
men, it was a lot worse even than in Mr 
Jenks’ gym. Pam didn’t last any time at 
all. 

Vincent Browne was a man who could 
take defeat, though, as he had already 
proved. He bore it stoically and urbane- 
ly as the others, with excited shouts, pro- 
ceeded to do what you did do to a losing 
whippet. 
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Leererere 


DID YOU GET IT?? 


lf you didn’t you soon will, because all the back 
numbers of your favourite magazines BLUSHES, 
SUPPLEMENT, UNIFORM GIRLS and WHISPERS 
are still available. Just send to the 
address below, we'll also send you some amazing 
special offers. 


What's Available 


BLUSHES No.1 to No.35 £6 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.1 to No.14 £5 each 
SUPPLEMENT No.15 to No.22 £6 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.1 to No.10 £5 each 
UNIFORM GIRLS No.11 to No.20 £6 each 
WHISPERS No.1 to No.7 £5 each 


Post within Europe is free (Outside Europe add £1 per item). 


We try for return of post and certainly send under 
plain cover. 
Make Cheques and PO.’s payable to: 
‘Bertrum Press’, 15 Wastdale Road, London SE23 
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